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"O th,e days gor\e by! O th\e days 
goqe by! 

Th\e rriUsic of tr\e laughing lip, th,e 

lustre of tr\e eye 
Th,e youthful joy ir\ livir\g, wh,eri 

hearts exult ar\d sing. 
Tr\e simple, soul-reposing, glad 

belief ir\ everything, 
Wr\eri life was like a story, 

folding neither sob r\or si^h,, 
lr\ tr\e golden, older\ glory of tr\e 

days goqe by." 
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SUPERINTENDENT S. H. SHEAKLEY 



North Dcs Moines Hi^h School is the material manifestation of the 
spirit animating it. That spirit for the past three years has been the per- 
sonality of \V. K. I). Rummel. 

The view of North Hij;h as reflected in these pajres we believe will 
speak more eloquently for him than words can do. 

Thb Staff. 
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CORA WEBB, Teacher of Mathematics No other teach- 
er has been so long identified with the interests of 
North High School. She began the work in 1893 
while the High School was still in Forest Home. 
A brilliant mathematician and a faithful student, 
she has kept the department strong by accepting none 
but the best efforts on the part of the students. Full 
of life and sunshine, she has ever been the friend, 
as well as teacher, to the students of North High. 




CORA WEBB 

F. E. GOODELL, Instructor in Chemistry and Physic*. 

North High has been especially proud of the strength 
of this department. Mr. Goodell was for some years 
Professor of Chemistry in Pes Moines College. He 
came to North High in 1896. Through his efforts 
the department has come to be one of the strongest 
in the state. Mr. Goodell has also been Athletic 
Manager and as such has ever held the love and 
confidence of the boys, and the respect of Athletic 
Managers throughout the state. 



F. E. GOODIIX 
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KM MA CASE MOI LTON, Teacher of English. Miss 

Moulton's fine work in her class room, her deep 
interest in athletics, her untiring efforts in behalf of 
the welfare of the school and her loyalty to North 
High have endeared her to every teacher, scholar 
and patron of the school. 



PMUA CASE MOULTON 
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GRACE TROUTNER, Teacher of Biology, came to North 

High in 1898. During these years the department 
has grown steadily in excellency of work and in 
popularity. Among the pleasant memories in the 
hearts of all alumni are the annual botanical expe- 
ditions to the Jordan farm. Aside from her school 
work, Miss Troutner has always found time to enter 
heartily into the life and good times of North High, 
to give hearty support to athletics and all the high 
school organizations. 
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(>KACE TROl'TNER 



R. K. FARRANP, Assistant teacher of Mathematics, has 

been a member of the faculty only since January of 
this year. Vet three months has been long enough 
for him to catch the true North High spirit of help- 
fulness and hustle. He is treasurer of the Athletic 
Association and an enthusiastic friend of the boy 



R E. KARRAND 

MABEL FRISBIE, Teacher of History, came to North 

High in 1899, the year after graduating from Iowa 
College. Full of life and college spirit she did much 
to brighten and enliven North High. She organ- 
ized and superintended the girls' tennis club and 
for years she has acted as treasurer of the Athletic 
Association. She starts in June for Greece and 
Rome, where she will spend three months in study 
along her line of work. 




MAREI. FRISBIE 
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DOROTHY FOWI.ER, a graduate of Ann Arbor, lias had 

charge of (he Freshman English and I.alin this year. 
Anyone who knows her can readily understand the 
enthusiastic admiration of the Freshmen whenever 
she is mentioned. She has entered heartily into the 
school life and has added much to it by her sweet 
refinement. 



DJROTHY FOWLER 



HKRBKRT E. SAYRE, Instructor in Manual Training. 

has had charge of this department in North High 
School for the past year. I'nder his careful direc- 
tion, Manual Training has grown to he one of the 
leading departments in our course and many new 
features have been introduced into the work, mak- 
ing it more interesting to the students. Mr. Sayre 
takes an active interest in athletics and school work 
and is a true friend of old North High. 





HERBERT E. SAYRE 



EMMA ROU.INSON, Teacher of Latin, has been in 

North High but one year, yet during that time she 
has won her way into the hearts of the students 
and faculty by her unselfishness and sympathetic 
interest in all that pertains to school life. By her 
enthusiasm in her work she has made the usually dry 
subject of Latin bright and interesting, till it has 
become one of the most popular departments. 



EH VIA ROU.INSON 



CAROLINE FARNSWOR TH. In the fall of 1902 Miss 

Farnsworth was placed in charge of the Business 
Department of North High. She is a teacher of 
wide experience and in the two years she has been 
in charge, she has made the department equal t- 
that of any in the city. Her strong, sweet personal- 
ity has made friends of all who have come in 
touch with her. 




CAROLINE FARNSWORTH 

PROF. KENNGOTT not only speaks his own tongue with 

elegance and accuracy and excels as a teacher of 
languages but he brings with him the spirit of 
French life and customs. Broad-minded and quick, 
he has adapted the customs and spirit of European 
schools to our American life and has made warm 
friends as well as good linguists of many North 
High young people. 



MR KENNGOTT 

MRS. II. R. REYNOLDS, director of Music. For the past 

two years the music classes of North High have 
flourished under the direction of Mrs. Reynolds, one 
of Des Moines' most popular and widely known 
musical instructors. She has always shown a great 

interest in our high school, and has appreciated the 
good work done in the music classes. The success 
of the operetta given by the Seniors several months 
ago, was due to her skillful management, and won 
her manv true friends among the patrons of North 
High. 



if! 



MRS. H. R. REYNOLDS 




Officers 



Roy B. Gregg - - - President 

Ona L. Curtis ..... Vice-President 

Lenore Ash ...... Treasurer 

Edgar De Sieva ------ Secretary 



Colors 

GREEN AND WHITE. 



Yell 

We yell, we yell 
We yell, you bet, 
We're 1904 
And yelling yet. 
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To 1904 



Hark! They're coming, 
Hear the humming 

Growing to a mighty roar. 
Bid your trembling nerves be steady, 
Brace yourself. Get a good ready 

For the class of 1904. 

Into everything they're "butting," 
All the old traditions cutting. 
Splashing all the landscape near them, 

With the ancient gruesome gore. 
And we hear them as they (MM 
Hid the world "keep off the grass." 

Leave the earth to 1904. 

See yon sad and shadow) creatures? 
Ci hosts they are of saintly teachers, 

Gone where grades no longer bore. 
Slowly did their strength diminish. 
Till worked was each one to a finish, 

By the class of 1904. 

Yet the creature so despotic 
Has a mighty force hypnotic 

To win its way to worlds unconquered heretofore. 
And when Fame gives out the laurel 
It will be no use to quarrel, 
For you'll find it sticking safely 

On the crown of 1904. 
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Roy B. GftBOG. 

Latin Course. 

Kditor-in-Chief of Oracle, President of Senior 
Class Captain of base ball team. A faculty for 
getting busy anil minding his own business. His 
abode, the Oracle office. His dreams, mone\ 
bags for the Annual. 

" The more they gazed, the more the wonder 

fMW, 

That one small head could carry all he knew." 



Oka Louise Curtis. 
Latin Course. 

A big heart, a freckled nose, an ambition for 
the stage, a gift of song and pen. A Godsend 
to the Oracle Staff. 

"Her brain contains ten thousand cells. 
In each some active fancy dwells." 



Edgar De Silva. 

Latin Course. 

A Sultan of Sulu in real life. Authority on 
the joke book. Specialty: original translations 
a la George Ade. 

"The cheerful man's a tini;." 



Lenore Ash. 

Latin Course. 

A brilliant student, and ardent scrapper. A 
sweet singer with a tendency to turn up her nose 
at the world in general. 

"// she wUI, she will, and you can depend on it. 
And if she wont, she wont, and there's the end 
on't." 



Thomas L. Hosmer. 
Business Course. 



A good sized hat, a lively husllc, a soft spot 
in his heart for the girls. Has won distinction 
as husiness manager of the Oracle. 

"I'm so important that no one minds what I 
say, so I say it; it's the only comfort I have." 



Ethel Shaw. 
Latin Course. 

It would hreak her heart to get anything hut 
an A. The delight of the faculty, the despair 
of her rivals. The admiration of ? ? 

"Sight after night she sat and bleared her 



Blrr Giffin. 
Latin Course. 

The hand of an artist, the heart of a lover, 
the instincts of a Vanderbilt. A bonanza to the 
girls. A successful, all-around member. 

"My heart, the sea, and the world are melt- 
ing v;ith love." 



Frances Pickrell. 
Scientific Course. 

She is happy-go-lucky, with a soul full of 
sunshine and a head full of fun. Leading lady 
in Miss Doremifasolasini. Her dearest ambition 
to clog like Ona. 

"Men are such squashy things; they look 
well enough but they won't wear, they won't 

wear." 



Gem Barker. 
Latin Course. 

A member of the orchestra, so of necessity 
has many strings to her bow. Prides herself on 
her pompadour and her descent from Richard 
Henry I.ee. 

"Not yet has jell the wound of Cupid's dart, 
hut very near it." 



Wii.mot Royal. 
Latin Course. 

A living dynamo, shocking, but a source of 
power. North High's best man on the track 
with the weights; one long continuous, unend- 
ing debater. When he gets to Heaven he will 
have to show St. Peter just how to open the 
Golden Gate — but he will get in just the same. 

"lie knows about it ail — he knows he knows." 



Katherine Lawless. 
Latin Course. 

A pink of propriety, a model of neatness, a 
most generous and unselfish heart. Her chief 
delight the study of French. 

"The dearest and darlingest girl." 



Ralph Stevens. 
Latin Course. 

A healthy looking specimen of the human 
family. Delights in argument; a complexion 
the envy of the girls. 

"I'm hut a stranger here; heaven is my 
home." 



Roskna Kki.sky. 
Latin Course. 



A beautiful face, a quick mind, a sweet voire, 
hosts of admirers, a well used mirror, a four 
years' school record to be proud of. 

".Hark, therr lies more peril in thine eyes 
than twenty of their swords." 



Clauds Pickmll. 

Latin Course. 

Our big man. An ideal lover (en the stage), 
right tackle and a high jumper. His favorite 
stunt is "buttin' in" in history class. The hero 
of the Freshmen, the delight of the girls. 

"Shall I go on, or have I said enough." 



Mary MacVicar. 
Latin Course. 

Justly celebrated for her gentle voice, her 
winning ways, and her capacity for losing 
things. She has a marked fondness for gum 
drops and gruesome quotations. 

"Hut there'} nothing so sweet in life as love's 
young dream." 



DANIBL Ml Cord. 
Course — Hij;li Hurdles and Scientific. 

A decided fondness for playthings. A per- 
fect genius for getting hurt and into trouble. 
A wearer of many medals. 

"There must he some g ttd hard work in him 
— none has ever come out." 



M Mil I I* \G\i. 

Latin Course. 

Placid and serene even a' a Senior buMMM 
meeting. A little slow but in at the finish. 

"Her bright smile haunts me still." 



Wayne Sawtell, 
Business Course. 

Will be remembered for his gift of song and 
his well trained pompadour. A member of the 
band and glee club; a steady pillar of '04. 

"A tongue that never fears the truth to 
speak." 



( j race Robinson. 
Latin Course. 

A musical lisp, a sweet smile and a common 
sense that can always be relied upon. 

"Let no man accost me unless he hath a 
mighty reason." 



Ki n m i 11 M UNZ. 
Scientific Course. 

Captain of the football and track teams, 
President of Athletic Association, a genius for 
making friends and keeping them. His pet 
aversions — dimples and girls. 

"lias taken his first degree, hut has yet to 
learn to uoo." 



C'n MILES Stout. 
Modern Language Course. 

President of Debating Club, gifted in English, 
with reports the envy of all 1904. 

"And though he talks hut little, 'tis good 
deal more he thinks." 



M \RY S\l U.I.F.Y. 

Latin Course. 

Not still long enough to display any marked 
characteristic. A "good fellow" with every- 
body, and the possessor of a pompadour to be 
proud of. Her favorite haunt, Scruby's. 

"Our business is not to sua red in the world 
hut to continue to fail in good spirits." 



Clinton Hoff. 
Latin Course. 

He has the majestic stride and swing of an 
Indian medicine man, the easy manner of a 
lightning rod agent, and a script like a Chinese 
sign painter. The "star" in the Senior play 
and the despair of the Knglish teacher. 

'"Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait." 



Nei.i.ie Strktton. 
Business Course. 
A winsome face, a gentle manner, a soft 
Toice. 

"She was just the quiet kind whose virtues 
never vary." 



H BLBN STKVBNSON. 
Latin and Scientific Courses. 

She revels in angles and prisms and spheres. 
Is sweet sixteen (?) and has a stride to match 
your Uncle Dudley's! 

"Just call me a scholar, tti thai be my 
praise." 



Myrtle Cooper. 
Latin Course. 

Little hut mighty. Dubbed "Nubbins" for 
long. A peanut blonde, a peach, and a lover of 
the waxed door. A charming Angelina. 

"Quality not quantity." 



ElbeTrt Thomas. 
Scientific Course. 

Just a little slow. Not given to playing to 
the grand stand, hut steady and sure. 

"Ilis gentleness shall force more than his 
force moves us to gentleness." 



Rt'TH Wiltse. 
Latin Course. 

Vivacious and happy. Always something 
doing in her neighborhood. 

"Her looks a sprightly mind enclose." 



Frank Marsh. 
Course — Abrupt and Unsteady. 

An odd genius, cynical and uncertain. His 
chief pride the amplitude of his trousers and 
the speed of his yacht. 

"Three-fifths of him genius an J tivo-fift/is oj 
him fujge." 



Carrik Crawford. 
Latin Course. 

A most valuable inheritance from 1903, with 
sweetness in her music and in her smiles. 

"/ have seen lovers, hut have not learned to 
love." 



Lee Ci-os. 
Latin Course. 

Not bigger than a minute, hut the minutes 
make the years. 

"I'm not in the roll of common men." 



Mary Risser. 
Scientific Course. 

A precious parcel. An encyclopedia of late 
songs. The proud possessor of a man from 
Chicago. 

"/ miss him nhen he's most anay." 



I.OR A Sn WNON. 

Latin Count. 

Not a noisy member, a trifle stubborn, with a 
will of Iter own that is often in evidence. 

" That root possession of hrrsrl\." 



M \HI I. Nkwbll. 
Latin Course. 

Quiet and demure with an ambition to gel 
out of Latin. A "rara avis, ' a musician wlio 
doesn't play ragtime; a living advertisement 
for Ayer's Hair Restorative. 

"A steady sober sort of citizen." 





"Blighted Buds" 

A farad comedy in one act. 
Presented at the High School auditorium. I*'rida\ evening, May 1 3i I'^M- 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 

Sir Rflgd O'Trammel, an Irish baronet Kenneth Maine 

Professor Palman, his friend Burr GifSfl 

John Smith, a drummer Clinton Hoflf 

Pat, a gardener Wilmot Royal 

Miss Hypatia Harrington Hitchcock, a widow Lcnore Ash 

Angelina, her daughter, age 17 Myrtle Cooper 

Drusilla Durham, a spinster of 45 Rosena Kelsey 

Katie, a servant Mary Risser 



"An American Harem 

A farcial comedy in one act. 



Presented at the High School auditorium, Friday evening, May I iox>4- 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 

Jack Glynn Claude Pickrell 

Alice Glynn Mary MaeVicar 

(A newly married couple.) 

Mrs. Glynn, Jack's mother Frances Pickrell 

Stella Glynn, his sister Ruth Wiltse 

Gertie, Alice's cousin Nellie Stretton 

Nora, a servant girl Ona Curtis 

F.d. Asbury. Jack's college chum Frank Marsh 
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"Miss Doremifasolasini" 



An operetta, presented by the Senior class, at the High School audi- 
torium, March 24 ami 2S. 1004- 



CAST OF CHARACTERS 

Miss Doremifasolasini Frances Pickrell 

Paul E. Titian Cinton Hoff 

Mr. Solon Ro > r Gre KK 

Ward Heeler Ed. De Silva 

Mr. Henchman Thomas Hosmer 

Mr. Mulvanev Wayne Sawtell 

R ose Mary Risser 

Ufa Myrtle Cooper 

Jasmine Rosena Kelsey 

p] ora Kate Lawless 

Myrtle Ignore Ash 

Violet Ruth Wiltse 

Pansy Lor a Shannon 

Daisy ° na Curtis 



Executive Staff 



Business Committee — Kenneth Maine, Claude Pickrei.l, Wil- 
mot Royal. 

Stage Committee — Fmma C. Moli.ton, Gem Barker, Frank 

M \RSH. 

Director of Music — Mrs. H. R. Reynolds. 
Director of Stage — W. P. Guiberson. 
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Commencement Exercises 



Baccalaureate Sermon Rev. Hodc.son 

Plymouth Congregational Church, Sunday, June 5. 
Graduating Kxercises, Thursday Evening, June 9, Foster's Opera House. 

CLASS FESTIVITIES. 

Junior reception to Seniors, Tuesday evening, May 24th, at the resi- 
dence of Mr. John Connolly. 1041 Sixth Avenue. 

Seniors entertained by Charles Stout, Tuesday evening. May .?ist, at, 
the residence of Dr. Finlayson, 1333 Washington Avenue. 

Seniors entertained by Mary Risser, Thursday evening, June 2d, at 
her home on Sixth Avenue. 

Senior reception to Juniors Friday evening, June Kith, at the residence 
cf Mr. J. C. Ash, 1442 Ninth Street. 
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Anna Rehman 

Richard Connolly 
Pearl Hultse 

Earl Hulcill 

Lulu Rollinson 

Robert Rattray 

Sidney Craiger 

Mary Connolly 
Ada Fagen 

Mills Alldredge 

Dan Craig 

Charles Sayre 

Mac Chcetham 

Earl Stewart 
Will Inse 

Robert Spencer 
Edna Dodd 

Lora Ladd 

Heatrice Johnstone 

Hollister Sherman 

Marivia Royal 

Jessie Royal 

Ada Stevens 

Kathrine Walters 

Clarence Smith 

George Lockwood 
Mamie Dillc 

Bernard Keane 

Pearl Stream 
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('lass <>t 'o 



He was most unceremoniously tum- 
bled off from a bale of hay in the feed 
barn back of Scruby's and pushed out 
into the street with such precipitancy 
that it nearly knocked his glasses off. 
All because he had made some eloquent 
and fitting remarks to the assembled 
"Feed Barn Five," as he saw a red 
jacket and a tarn o'shanter add a dash of 
color to the landscape, and because "Hook" 

happened to be sitting on the same bale 
of hay with him. It was a most 
undignified performance for 

He was a Junior. 



She sat in the southwest corner of the English room gazing fixedly 
at the horseshoe over the foot ball picture, her elbow on the ink-bespat- 
tered desk, her dimpled chin resting in her palm. Thoughts wouldn't 
come, and sketches for the Annual must. If only the wheels would 
start! They had ground out something, a poem, a story, a sketch, 
something for every Oracle this year. They mustn't fail now for 

She was a Junior. 



The crowd on the Des Moines College campus was getting tired, 
the meet was almost over, pennants hung limp, hoys were figuring up 
points, girls perched 
wearily on shaky hurd" 
dies watching "Little 
Kinny" spading up the 
ground for the hroad 
jump. Would it he 
"Roy'Ily" or "Pick" 
for first. Both were 
sure winners. Slen- 
der and lithe with the 
spring of a greyhound 
he jumped, 20ft. 71'n. A satisfied shriek came from a happy bunch on 
the side lines for 

He was a Junior. 




Nine o'clock Monday morning, the orchestra had stoppeil playing, 
the assembly room was filled, three august judges sat in chairs in the 
south aisle. On the platform she stood, tall and self-possessed. Not- 
withstanding Royal, Stout and Stewart, she would convince the world 
that the Japs were justified in waging war. She must do it — not for 
the sake of the Japs or righteousness, but because 

She was a Junior. 



"Bonjour, pour <]uo nV vous pas :i la 
dernit-re fois d'olliance Franrais?" he 
asked as he strolled into Miss 
Webb's room that morning. Miss 
Webb's room!!! The very chalk dust, 
and string, and yellow yard sticks were 
a delight to his soul! Here he could 
talk French, get "A's" and forget Eng- 
lish and he gave his first pair of long 
trousers a downward jerk and climbed 
to a comfortable perch on the arm of a 
recitation seat and continued his French 
conversation, although 

He was a Junior. 
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Dark! the very stars were hiding; the street lamps at the corner 
onlv made the shadow on the house darker — four forms flitted past — hats 

were down over the eyes — one 
flash from the polished weapon 
grasped in the hand of the leader: 
North High loyalty had been as- 
sailed; the crime must be punish- 
ed. The "pen might be mightier 
than the sword'* but not than the 
scissors. He opens the door and 
steps into the shadow. A pounce, 
a muffled oath, a few snips of the 
scissors and Samson is shorn of 
his strength: and of the four, who said 

How many were Juniors- 

So picture after picture might be given suggestive of the varied tal- 
ents and achievements of the class of '05. For it has on its roll Craiger 
the artist, Hukill, the base ball player, Stewart the debater, Spencer the 
poet, a "Jess Royal," "Ladd" a sprinter, Mary Connolly and other gifted 
members to the number of twenty-nine. Not all of them record breakers, 
but all healthy, wealthy and wise. Just enough dullness in the class to 
set off the brilliancy, to bring out the high light, as it were. A class so 
identified with all the organizations of the institution that whenever 
North High history shall be read there will be made known the prowess of 
the class of 1905. 






The Sigh of a Cynic 



Just tell me where the girl is found, 

Whose heart can love without deceit. 

And I will no the whole world 'round. 
To kneel one moment at her feet. 

Just tell me where she makes her home. 
What clime receives her happy sigh. 
For years I'll be content to roam 

To catch one twinkle of her eye. 

And if her cheek be soft and bright. 

While truth within her heart still lie-, 

I'll gladly give her morn and night 
The silent tribute of my eyes. 

^Show me on earth a thing so rare, 

I'll own the wildest tales are true, 
To make a girl both true and fair, 
' 'Tis more than Providence can do. S. C, '05. 
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Class Roll 



1 'i 1 1 m I )< ii 1 1 1 

1 -illll .1 1 '( Mill 




Cjretchen Mohler 


Van \ ] ptf*r 
l^CIl V nil .Vitlci 


Bessie Dale 


Marjorie MacVicar 


Doris Van Meter 


Ethel Ash 


Howard Scarff 


Harry Woodrow 


Madge Dyer 


Arvin Shaw 


Edith Selliclc 


Leslie Chase 


Mabel Smith 


Carl Mclntyre 


Ben Dyer 


Alice Schoonover 


Margaret Marshall 


Vernon Dobson 


Earl Stewart 


Emery Marshall 


Mayme Eby 


Frank Sperry 


Harry Maine 


Hazel Fagen 


George Young 


Fred Murphy 


Louise Fink 


Gertrude Young 


Herbert Morphy 


Florence Hunn 


Allen Walker 


Florence O'Brien 


Bethel Hoffman 


Mabel Walters 


Howard Osborn 


Jean Horsburg 


Frankie Townsend 


William Osborn 


Max Hamilton 


Irene Cotton 


Ethel Parmenter 


Roland Truitt 


Nelson Bruce 


Frances Riddle 


Lelia Thomas 


Nettie Bowman 


Frank Ray 


Irene Taake 


Orlo Becklean 


William Risser 


Edna Joslin 


Mae Chestnut 


Mart Wells 


Florence Johnson 


Lizzie Cockerham 


Lawrence Wallace 


Mary Kean 


Ruth Chandler 


Edmund Weber 


Florence King 


Grace Cook 


Fannie Weber 


Lucile Lee 


Linna Coon i, 


Edward.Newell 


Mary Miller 


Edna Cassell 


Van Hostetter 


Earl Manbeck 


Clifford DePuy 
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Milo Hummer Ralph Brockett 

Willis O'Brien Glen Bannister 

Merril Pern John Can- 

Merle Rice Albert Cooper 

Dwight Sterrit Jessie Crawford 

Sam Stewart Melvin Day 

Thomas Watters Hazlet Gooch 
Ruth Ash John Kruger 

Kva Blodgett Boyd Oshorn 

Minnie Chestnut Lester Sanborn 
Ruava Danner William Sherman 

Bessie Ellis Arthur Wilkinson 



Hazel Lundgren 
Edith Maine 
Lulu McRae 

Anna Williamson 
Mae Merrit 



Charlotte Jackson 
Mabel Johnson 
Elizabeth Cainpbell 
Edna Conner 
Hazel George 
Alice Hastings 
Agnes Horsburg 



William Warriner 
Rhea Abbett 



Glenn Bandy Yeteve Taake 

Robert Riley John Stafford 

Eletcher Owen Richard Bandy 

Evangeline Prouty Helen Booth 

Paul Risser Ethel Browning 

Ruth Bleness Ernest Carr 

Marjorie Arthur John Henrv 



Mabel Lister 

Clarence Martin 
George McClelland 
Lilla Sawtell 

Kathleen Spencer 
Marie Smith 
Sherley Stevens 
Clinton Sterling 
Roy Webb 

Dorothy Webster 
Will Zaiser 
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Walter Barngrover 
Leota Hendricks 
Glenn Hunter 
Blair Lansley 
George McCreight 
Ralph MacFarland 
Sarah Mecrdink 
Cecil Morehouse 
Fred Nesbit 
Ethel Ogg 



Kenneth Hunter 
Fannie Jones 
Grace Kizer 



Claude Patterson 
Annie Quint 
Ralph Ray 



Members of Band 



Leader — Ki.mkr K. Smith. 
Robkrt Rii.ey Solo Cornet Sam Stewart 

Wll.l. RlSSER. 

Frank Sperry First Comet Roland Tri itt 

MILU Alldredgb hint Clarintt Bert Case 

Chari.es Sayre First Baritone Wayne Sawteli. 

Ed DeSii.va First Tromktuft Ralph Brockett 

Second 'Frombone. Saxophone. 
Harry Maine Robert Simncer 

Max Hamilton First Alto Richard Connolly 

Seeond Alto. 

John Carr 

Karl Man-beck Bass Willis O'Brien 

Snare Drum. Bass Drum. 

Ed. Newell Don Duncan 



Members of Orchestra 



John KftUBGBB First VM'tm Krnest Carr 

Gem Barker. 

Neil Van Meter Second Violin Beatrice Thompson 

Mac Cheetham. 

S'iIo Cornet. Cornet. 
Sam Stewart Robert Rii.ey 

Wayne Sawteli Trombone : Edgar DeSii.va 

First Clarinet. Alto Horn. 

Mills Alldmdoi Richard Connolly 

Flute. Snare Drum. 

Fred Mi ri-iiy Ed Newe'.i. 

Bass Drum. Pianist. 

Don Duncan . Mabbl Smith 
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Glee Club 



Mrs. 



Mary Risser, 
I. i:\ork Ash, 
Marjorie Mac Vicar, 

Mary Connolly, 
Beth el Hoffman, 



Charles Sayre, 
Thomas Hosmer. 



Edgai DeSilva, 
Clinton Hoff, 
Wayne Sawteli.e, 



H. R. Reynolds, Director. 

MEMBERS. 
Sopranos. 



Jess Royal, 
Rosen a Kei.sey, 
May Chkstm t, 



Anna R eh m an. 
Altos. 



Lulu Roli.inson. 
Ruth Wiltse, 



Mabel Smith. 
Tenors. 



Lawrence WALLACE, 

Hol.LISTER Sll ERM AN . 



Howard Scarff. 
Basses. 



M ei.vin Day. 
Roy Gregg, 
Earl H l kill, 



Male Quartette 

MEMBERS. 

Thomas Hosmer, First Tenor. 

Charles Sayre, Second Tenor. 

EDGAR DeSilva, First Bass. 

Wayne Sawteli.e. Second Bass. 
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OFFICERS 

FIRST SEMESTER. SECOND SEMESTER. 

Clinton Hoff President Ciiari.es Stout 

George Young V ice-President Kdgar De Silva 

Mac Cheetham Secretary Karl Stewart 

Kdgar De Silva Treasurer George Vol sr. 

Nelson Bruce 8ergtMMt-at-A rms Lawrence Wallace 

QUESTIONS 

November 25. Resolved, that the United States should annex no more 
territory. 

December 8. Resolve//, that United States is justified in tiding Pana- 
ma maintain her independence. 

December IS- Resolved, that life imprisonment, with a limited par- 
doning power on the part of the chief executive, is preferable to capital pun- 
ishment. 

January 12. Resolved, that the amount of wealth transferable by in- 
heritance be limited by statute. 

January 26. Resolved, that union labor is beneficial to humanity. 
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Debating Club 



HK Debating Club first gave eloquent utterance to itself Oc- 
tober 12, 1903, in the okl English room, under the guidance 
of the genius who presides there. 
ll*™" "ffil 1 ne on 'y noteworthy features of the Constitution that 
ushered this club into the family of North High organizations were: First, 
the clause that restricted membership to boys in good and regular standing 
in the High School; second, the one that provided that the losing side each 
semester should banquet the victors. 

Over the first there was much brilliant and spirited discussion, but it 
was finally passed ; some claim as a tribute to the distracting winsomeness 
of North High girls that makes it impossible to attend weightier matters 
while they are around, or to the softness of some of the masculine heads 
and hearts, or to the lack o^ car fare and aversion to long walks after club 
meetings. 

The charter members were Clinton Hofif, Claude Pickrell, Wilmot 
Royal. Roy Gregg, Thomas Hosmer, Charles Stout, George Young, Mac 
Cheetham, Roy Webb, Lawrence Wallace, Edgar De Silva, Richard Con- 
nolly, Ralph Stevens and Rodney Eagen. 

The club met on alternate Tuesday nights and did most excellent 
work throughout the winter. In March they challenged the girls of the 
school to joint debate. The team selected by the boys consisted of Charles 
Stout. Wilmot Royal and Earl Stewart. The girls selected Lulu Rollin- 
son, Ona Curtis and Anna Rahman to represent them. The question was, 
"Resolved, that Japan was justified in waging war against Russia." It was 
one of the ablest debates ever given in connection with the school. It was 
won by the boys, who supported the negative side of the question. 

I he year"s work has developed some material that will make a team 
capable of meeting any school in the state another year. Stewart, De Puy 
and Say re are especially strong. 
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Football Team of 1903 

OFFICERS 

Kknneth Maine, Captain. 

Clyde HuUBB, Coach. 

F. K. Goodell. Manager. 

TEAM 



NAME. POSITION. 

Thomas Hosmer Center 

Vernon Dobson Center 

Frank Marsh Right Guard. 

Claude Pickreli Right Tackle. 

Burr Gifein Right Fnd. . . 

George LoCKWOOO Left Guard . . 

Bernard Keane Left Tackle . 

Harry Maine Left End. . . . 

Harry Hii.i.weg Ouarter 

Karl Hlkii.l Ouarter 

Leslie Chase Right Halt . . 

Kenneth Maine Left Half .. . 

WlLMOT Royai Kull Back. . . 



class 
...'04 
06 
04 
04 
04 

05 
05 
06 
07 
05 
06 
04 
04 



SEASON OF 1903 

Oct. 3, at Boone North High o 

Oct. 10, at Mitchellville. North High o 

Oct. 16 North High o 

Oct. 24, at Indianola. . . .North High o 

Oct. 30 North High o 

Nov. 7, at Ames North High o 

Nov. 20 North High o 

Nov. 27, at Red Oak. ..North High 0 



Boone o 

Mitchellville 6 

West High 33 

Indianola 16 

Kast H igh 46 

Ames o 

Capital Park 23 

Red Oak 16 
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Review of the Season 



Then are some things that are softened and 
toned down and receive added beauty when viewed 
through the mist of years that time kindly draws 
over all scenes, sooner or later. Such may be the 
case with the football record of 1903. 

At this close range it still has the raw, bald look 
of vacancy. But while this may be true of the rec- 
ord, it is by no means true of the season as a whole. 

October 3d was the first scheduled game with 
Boone. Hopes were high and much enthusiasm 
WSJ manifested en route. * * * The casualties 
were one full back's head smashed and a score of 
o — o. 

October 10th, a game with Mitchellville, "a 
scrub team but will serve for practice," was the 
talk in the morning. A jolly crowd of girls went 
down on the interurhan with the rooters. Pos- 
sibly it was they who help to waken the hoodoo. 
Score, o — 6. 

October (6th, the West High game brought out 
a brilliant display of Pink and Green on the bleach, 
ers. The team was in excellent condition. The 
first twenty minutes no score was made, but su- 
perior weight and experience told. The hoodoo perched on the goal post 
and the score was o — 33. 

October 24th, the team went to Indianola. Manager Goodell and 
the Rock Island train ran on different schedules, much to the discomfiture 
of the conductor and the distress of the girls. Score O — 16. 

November 7th. More fun than glory was the outcome of the Ames 
trip. Score o — o. 

November 20th, in the game with eapital Park, Captain Maine car- 
ried the ball over the line only to lose it as he touched the ground. The 
hoodoo screamed, a prolonged dismal groan arose from the Neachers. 
Score o — 23. 

The Thanksgiving game with Red Oak closed the season. Miss Moul- 
ton went with the team as assistant manager. She managed to do most 
everything but get the ball over the line. Pretty girls, a big dinner, an 
elaborate reception, a fine trip helped the hurt that honor felt. Score, 
0—16. 

This briefly- is a review of the season in facts and figures. But in esti- 
mating the work it must be borne in mind that the team was wholly inex- 
perienced ; that it was light in weight ; that it met the strongest and most 
experienced teams of the state. The season was most successfully financed 
bj Manager Goodell and the team did much to strengthen the love and 
loyalty to North High and the pride in the Pink and Green. 
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NOFVTfl MIQ-hi 

ramaah! 

RAH, HAH ! 
YOU BErT, 
YOU BET! 
RAH, RAM I 
RAM , RAM I , 

WHO ram! 
FjAh re 74 r/*| 

NORTH 

HI<rH 

SCHOOL. 

RAH RAH \ 



rrrrrrrri>rri>rvri>rrrrrrri>fi>i>rrri>rrrrrrrrrrvrrrrr^rrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr 

4 Basket Ball 4 



Boys' Team 



Claude Pickrell, '04 (Capt.), Center. 
George LoCKWOOO, 'oj, Right Guard. 
Harry Maine, '06, Lett Guard. 
Leslie Chase, '06, Left Forward. 
W11.MOT Royal, '04, Right Forward. 

SCHFDULF. 

Jan. 7 North High 20 West High 16 

Jan. 16 North H igh 11 C. C. C. C 22 

Jan. 23 North High i<) Danish College 20 

Jan. 29 North High 13 Y. M. C. A 17 



Girls' Team 



Frances Pickrell, '04, Center. 
Marjorie MacVicar, '06, Right Guard. 
Jess Royal, '05, Left Guard. 
Laura Laud, '05. Right Forward. 
Mary SmaLLEY, "04. Lett Forward. 
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Rex iew of the Season 



LONG with the regular work at the gymnasium this year the 
hoyi started a basket ball team. It was thought that the 
team would he able to compete with the different teams in 
the Y. M. e. A., but after a little practice it was found that 
it could hold its own with any in the city. The team was not organized 
until late in January and on this account was somewhat handicapped. The 
only time found for practice was before and after classes, but although the 
time was short, it was devoted wholly to basket hall and not to gymnastics. 

The team made a good showing and proved a great credit to the High 
School. Not only this, but it served as an excellent preparation for track 
work. 

The first game of the season was played against XVest High. Al- 
though the work of the team was characterized by individual playing, the 
game was fast and clean throughout and ended in a victory for the Pink 
and Green. 

The next game on the schedule was with the Capital City Commer- 
cial College. North High lost this game on account of a lack of team 
work and inability to throw baskets when chances were presented. The 
game served to arouse much enthusiasm over the team and its work, and 
the remaining games were much better attended than the first two. 

The game with Danish College was the closest on the schedule, with 
a score of 19 to 20 in favor of the college men. Between the regular 
games many practice games were played with Y. M. C. A. teams and high 
school teams of the city. 

So while basket ball has been somewhat incidental to the regular 
athletic work, it has proved a department of fun and profit. 
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Review of the Season 




T has been a fortunate thing tor track athletics that North 
High has been able to secure the use of the Y. M. C. A. gym- 
nasium. For several years it has been used by the boys for in- 
dooi work. 



As soon as football was over, classes were organised anil regular in- 
door work commenced. Every Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday after- 
noons, the men attended classes, and the track team this year plainly 
showed the benefit of the work done while attending. 

The first outdoor event of any importance was the City Meet, April 
}Oth, in which West High, Fast High, North High and Capital Park con- 
tested for the trophy cup offered to the winning team by Hopkins Bros. 
The meet was beid at the Fair Grounds. The natural rivalry between the 
schools made it the most exciting event of the season. 

North High made a fine showing considering the fact that several 
men were laid up on account of injuries and some were out because they 
were back in their work. Barring all these misfortunes, North High got 
22 points and up to the last two events held second place. 

North High point winners were Pickrell, first place in the high jump; 
Royal; first in the shot put, third in the discus; Kean, second in the hun- 
dred yard dash, third in the four-forty; Maine, second in the pole vault; 
Riley, second in the one-half mile bike; McCord, third in the two-twenty 
hurdles. 

( )n account of rain the home meet was not held until Friday afternoon, 
May 6th. As it was so near the state meet, each man was allowed to enter 
but four events. This made some of the events lack competition, but on the 
whole the meet was the most successful ever held. Several new records 
were made. 

Pickrell made a home meet record of s ft. f>i in. in the high jump; Royal 
4.1 ft. 4A in. in the shot put and Alldredge 20 ft. 7 in. in the broad jump. 
Records were also equaled in the low hurdles and hammer. The class of 
'04 won the meet. This was the fourth victory of this class, they having 
won the home meet four times in succession. 

North High showed her strength in athletics in the state by the place 
won at the state high school meet, which was held at Iowa City, May 20th. 
She tied for sixth place with Ida Grove, who won the Northern Iowa High 
School Meet. 

The Des Moines schools won a place in every event. The records 
made there and the football scores of last fall prove that Des Moines easily 
takes the lead in athletics in the state. 

Royal won first place in the shot by a put of 40 ft. 9 in. Although 
all other schools competed, the next best put was hardly ?9 ft. McCord 
won second in the high hurdles. In this event Shephard of Fast High 
made a new record of 16 1-5 seconds. Pickrell won third in the high 
jump at a height which won second, but he made this in jumping off third 
place. A large crowd attended the meet and a very enjoyable time was 
spent by all. One of the feature' of the meet was the performance ot the 
North High Band. 



North High Records 



Shot put, Royal, 41 ft. 4! in. 
Broad jump, Alldreuce. 20 ft. 7 in. 
100 yd. dash, Keith ley, 10 4-5 sec. 
220 yd. dash, Keith ley, 23 4-5 sec. 
440 yd. dash, Kean, 59J sec. 
Pole vault, Maine, 9 ft. 
Discus throw , Kelley, 8b ft. 2 in. 
Half mile run. Vol no. 2 min. 14! sec. 
120 yd. hurdles. McCoRD, 18 2-5 sec. 
Hammer throw, 93 ft. 2 in. 
220 yd. hurdles. Chase, 30 sec. 
Mile run. Wallace, 5:s<>;. 
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Baseball 



F. K. Goodell, Manager. 

GLENN Hunter. Student Manager. 
Roy Gregg, Captain. 

Neil Van Meter, Acting Captain. 
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BASE BALL 

Mi i.vin Day, '07, Pitcher. 
Ben Uyer, '06, Shortstop. 
Howard Scarfk. '07. Third Base. 
Clinton Sterling, '07, Center Field. 
Roy Gregg, '04, Captain, Second Base. 



OF 1904 

Neil Van Meter, '05, Catcher. 
Karl Hlkill, '05, Left Field. 
GLAUM Pickrell. '04. First Base. 
Bernard Keane, 06. Right Field. 
Sidney Craiger, '05, First Base. 



Review of the Season 




^fjAKKN as a whole, the base hall season of 1904 has been a suc- 
cessful one. Although the schedule was not heavy and the 
team did not appear once on out-of-town grounds, every 
Saturday was filled with either base ball games or field meets. 
On account of several members of the ball team doing track work, it was 
impossible to play ball on the days used for the several meets and in this 
way many dates were lost. 

When Manager Gooddl started his schedule early in the season it was 
found that very few high schools in the state were playing base ball, and 
on this account it was very difficult to get games on which the manage- 
ment would be able to clear expenses. After many obstacles of this nature 
were overcome one or two games were finally scheduled, but afterwards 
these were cancelled for various reasons of the managers. 

Practice games with Still College. Drake Medics and Oak Park were 
resorted to for the purpose of getting the necessary team work before the 
regularly scheduled games. 

Considering the lack of old players and the spurts of hard luck at the 
first of the season, a very creditable team has been turned out. For a 
majority of the players, this year is the first in high school ball, and conse- 
quently many lack the experience which is so necessary in the game. Hard 
practice was begun early and has continued every day during the season. 

The first game played with West High, resulting in a score of 14 to 
6, was a great surprise to all the high school "fans," and awakened a 
greater interest in the game among the students. The second game with 
the same team was exactly the reverse, and resulted disastrously for North 
High with a score of 22 to 8. 

Base ball in our high school has never proved a successful enterprise, 
financially, until the last two years, but with this improved condition of 
finances the game is sure to have a strong hold on the students of North 
High in the future. With a successful close of the season, the students will 
feel more than satisfied with the work of the team and the management of 
base ball in our high school. 
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i: \SKKT BALI.. 



Wilmoi Royal Claude Pick* ell 

Leslie Cham H \rrv M mm: 



FOOT B ILL 



Bernaud Ki \\ l 
Wilmoi Royal 
Claudi Pkkmll 

K B N N BT II M UNI 



Leslie Chase 
Thomas Hosmer 
Clarence Martin 
( 1 1 (>R(;e I .ockwood 



Bum (iiffin 



TRACK. 

CLAUDI Pickrei.i. Robert RlLEY 

Wii.mot RoYAL Dan McCord 

Kenneth M mm Bern \ri> Kiwi 
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Yet, haply, in some lull of life. 
Some truce of God which breaks its 
strife. 

The worldling's eyes shall gather dew, 

Dreaming in throngful city ways 

Of schoolday joys his boyhood knew: 

And dear and early friends— the few 

Who yet remain— shall pause to view 

These schoolboy pictures of old days. 

— Whittier 




THE ANNUAL HOARD 



THE ORACLE 



Vol.. II DES MOINES, IOWA, MAY, 1W7 No. 7 



Editorial 



I" is with great pleasure that we present to the students and 
patrons of North High School, the second Annual in the his- 
tory of the institution — the Oracle for 1004. Although the 
Oracle has been issued but two years, yet the publication of 
the Annual has come to be looked forward to as the culminating event of 
the school year. 

\Vc trust that to our readers this 1904 production will prove in no 
way a disappointment but that it may prove a credit to the students, fac- 
ulty and friends of the school. It represents much hard, earnest work on 
the part of the Staff, but more than this it reflects the literary and artistic 
ability of North High. Most of the poems, all the stories and sketches 
have been taken from the regular work of the English department, and 
every stroke of artistic work has been done by our own artists. The book 
has been put out at no little expense, which has been willingly and cheer 
fully borne by the student body. 

The Annual Board has realized the high standard of excellency they 
have had to maintain and have exerted every effort to make the work as 
complete and perfect as possible, that it might be a souvenir of North High 
worth) to be preserved. 

As to the roasts, if in some instances the heat has been turned on a 
little too strong, it was due entirely to the fact that the work had to be 
rushed, and not through the wullful desire on the part of the Staff to scorch 
anyone. 

However, should any one demand satisfaction they are at liberty to 
select their weapons and call at the Oracle office any time after June IO. 
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A Tribute 




)ST enterprises succeed because they are the re ult of the com- 
bined efforts of many individuals. This is particularly true 
of North High School. Whatever success the school has 
achieved has been due to the combined efforts of the faculty, 



the students, and the people of North Des Moines. The various enter- 
prises that have been successfully carried out have been a surprise to the 
most sanguine. The community in which a school is located and the char- 
acter of the student body have everything to do with a school's success. 

The people of North Des Moines have been generous beyond measure 
in giving financial support to athletics, musical organizations, and "The 
Oracle." They have helped in bringing about good discipline in the 
school, and have shown that interest in our school that is born of true pur- 
pose and sympathy. The people have been loyal to the school. They have 
believed in it and have inspired their children with faith in it. When we 
have made mistakes they have helped to rectify them and have not com- 
plained because we were not perfect. They have appreciated the good that 
we have done and have kindly and generously magnified it b?yond its pro- 
portions. We have never asked for help from them that we did not re- 
ceive more than we could have expected. We do not know the bounds of 
their generosity and sympathy for they have more than met all that we 
have asked. From time to time we have increased our demands. They 
have been as generously responded to as were our first demands. So what 
North Des Moines would do in the future for her high school cannot be 
measured by what she has done in the past. There is even reason to 
believe that she would meet the needs of any useful enterprise that her 
school might see fit to take up ; only the future could tell what she 
would do. 

It is but just that these words of tribute should be spoken of a com- 
munity that has performed its part so well. It has been a pleasure to per- 
form the duties of a high school principal for such a people, and we shall 
have lasting remembrances of the good deeds done for us and kind things 
said of us while performing these duties. 

In a large measure all that has been said of the people of North Des 
Moines applies to the student bodj and faculty of North High. The stu- 
dent body has been most energetic and willing. It has been prompt in all 
its work. It has not sacrificed its work either in the class room or else- 
where. This noble band of 250 young men and women have surprised us 
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again and again. We hardly know what they would not do for our asking. 
They have not only tried to do but they have had the ability to do. This 
Annual is a tribute to their enterprise. They have heartily entered upon 
all their duties and have made many sacrifices for their school. In doing 
these things they have made school life in North High happy for others as 
well as for themselves. 

From the first to the last the faculty have been harmonious and 
united in opinion. Each has worked with every other and has given all he 
had to give to the insitution in time and effort. We might have done more 
but it is hard now to see how more could have been done. 

It is difficult to find words to pay a just tribute to the men and women 
who have labored with us so earnestly in such a good cause. It is enough 
to say that they have done more than their duty and can feel that their 
efforts have been appreciated. Sincerely, 

W. E. D. RUMMBL. 
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Tagged 



Ona Curtis. 

L 

ERE'S your letter, Hen; it's thick enough for two. Let me 
] IL ^gyUI Pi open it for you." 
1 jPSES "Hand it here, - ' grumbled Hen, as the Doctor started to 

Ka S iB ^ IJi open the envelope. "Close that window, will you?" 

John McGregor, M. D., walked over and stood looking down at the 
dusky street. "Hole of a place," he said to himself, as his eyes wandered 
over the dark weather-beaten building! opposite. Sitting down on the sill 
he dreamily watched Ben read his letter and filled the little room with 
clouds of smoke from his meerschaum. 

Two years before he had come straight from medical school, at the 
advice of an old physician, who had promised him a partnership and plenty 
of hunting. But upon his arrival he found that Campton was the average 
little mining town filled with the roughest class of miners, who worked 
all week and caroused on Sunday. The novelty was beginning to wear 
off and he longed to get out of the place. He had kept to himself and 
had made but few friends among the men of the town, nor did he care 
for them, until a young college fellow, a I). I). S.. opened up an office next 
to his. He seemed to bring a little civilization with him and they had 
thrown their lots together, waiting for something to turn up. 

Ben Hartman, or the "Lad" as the doctor called him. was willing 
enough to take up the arrangement, for he liked big John McGregor with 
his strong face and quiet way, and had gotten to know more of him in a 
month than anyone else in a year. Lately he had noticed the doctor's 
growing restlessness, but all he could get out of him was, "that a fellow 
might as well be buried as live in such a devilish hole." 

Ben was engaged to be married and had something to look forward 
to. His letters from home had always made the doctor lonely, and the 
war news from the east had made him more disgusted than ever with the 
slow life in Campton. He thought it over, and finally concluded that he 
might just as well go as not, since there was nothing to keep him home. 
He did hate to leave the "Lad" alone but he had half a mind to do it any- 
way. It was a chance in a lifetime and he was going to take it up. 

"Here's some news for you, John." The Lad brought him back to 
his senses. 
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"Somebody sent the girl some more spoons, cushions or Shakespeare?" 
John spoke from experience. 

lien silently folded up his letter. "Guessed wrong for once." 
"Impossible, what is it?" John asked. 

Ben lit a cigar and leaned back in his chair. "You know," he began, 
letting the blue smoke curl slowly from his lips, "I told the girl all about 
you — what a tine fellow you were, all about our hunts, and how you 
wasted your wisdom on the natives out here." 

The doctor looked bored. It wasn't exactly to his liking to be written 
up for other people to read, especially when he was disgusted with his own 
life. 

"Alice had told Louise — " 

"Who's she," interrupted the doctor. 

Hen went on regardless of the interruption. 

"Louise wants to know if you are eligible, and if you are, to 'tag' you 
for her." 

The doctor stood up. Here was something new at least. 

"Are you," Ben asked. 

"It all depends. Who's Louise?" 

"A friend of Alice's. Wait, I'll show you her picture. Got one in 
my trunk somewhere." 

Ben rummaged around and finally produced a picture which he 
shoved over to the doctor. It was that of a girl probably twenty-two 
years old, slight and dark, judging from the photo, with an abundance of 
black hair; not beautiful features by any means, but attractive. 

"You have to know her to appreciate her," Ben suggested, as he saw 
the doctor gaze attentively at the face. "I'll bet she could ruffle that placid 
disposition of yours all right, until you wouldn't know yourself." 

The doctor put the picture into his pocket. "I think I'll keep it," he 
added as Ben went on. 

"Not a bad sort at all, but one it takes a steady hand to drive. Why. 
half the fellows she knows would give their fortunes to hear her say what 
she told Alice about you. The fellow that gets her will have one of the 
truest, staunchest, little comrades that ever lived. She does what only 
about one girl in fifty could do — travels for some publishing house." 

"Believe I'll join the ranks." The doctor was interested. 

"Maybe she won't have you, but if she should, don't think for a 
moment you wouldn't take her." 

"Give me a pen," demanded the doctor, as he pulled a card from his 
case. Ben looked dubious. 
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"Now don't get rassatilious ; if anybody is going to knuckle under 
it's going to be you." 

"When (ireek meets Greek" — hummed John, as he flipped a card over 
to Hen. On the back Hen read: "Eligible; six feet one, broad-shouldered, 
thirty-three and single — John McGregor." Hen slipped the card into his 
pocket. 

"It goes tomorrow," he said. 

"Tell her I'll await further orders," the doctor called as he left the 
room. 

EL 

Dear Alice: Whee, I've been spending a lonely week. The doctor 
has gone off into the wilds some place. He blew out of here last Monday 
morning and said not to look for him until I saw him. Guess he's looking 
for civilization ; that's what he's been longing for. I can't imagine what 
else ails him. After I told him that Louise wanted me to "tag" him for 
her, he almost fell over himself writing that card I told you about. Well, 
he copped onto that picture I had of Louise, and is carrying it around in 
his pocket dictionary; sure sign of devotion with him, for it's where he 
carries all his bills and papers — sanctum, sanctorum you know. I told 
him what she was doing, and he seemed to think it was a rummy go, a 
girl chasing around the country the way she does. Hen. 

* » * 

Dear Alice: I fully expected to get back and see you this summer, but 
as long as I'm one of those working girls, my time is not my own. The man- 
ager told me the other day that they must have some articles on Japan and 
Japanese customs, and that if I cared to go, he would send me there during 
my vacation and I could send the articles back in time for the summer 
publication^ It'll be worth a mint to me, both in experience and money. 
I know a good many of the newspaper correspondents over there, but thev 
will all be out at the front, while my work will keep me mostly among the 
people. I thought at first I wouldn't take up the offer, because it will be 
an awful hard trip for a girl to take, but the manager has arranged every- 
thing so I can sail the fifteenth, and all I have to do is to follow directions. 

O say, I got that funny little card from Ben's doctor. I think I'll 
look him up when I come back. Louise. 

P. S. — I'm getting some swell new suits made for the trip. 

III. 

The middle of May found Louise established in Tokio busily learning 
the ways and language of the Japs. She was getting along capital ly 
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and had already sent in two long articles full of interesting features of life 
in the Orient. After a few weeks of this kind of work she became more 
accustomed to the ways of the little yellow-skinned Japs, and also gained 
quite a knowledge of the progress of the war. She grew interested and 
now began to long for the scenes of action. What a story she could make 
out of it! Customs and habits were becoming tiresome and she wished for 
a change. 

While spending a few spare moments one day she had strolled into 
the government hospital, and there met Dr. Watson, whom she learned 
was an old college chum of her father's. He often mentioned the fact 
that he was organizing a Red Cross society to send to the front, but it 
never occurred to her that she could join him until now. She immedi- 
ately went to the doctor and told him of her intentions, but he would not 
hear of such a thing. It was altogether too dangerous a situation for her 
to be in, he had told her. Nevertheless she persisted and finally won his 
consent. 

As soon as they arrived at the front she began to realize t'le serious- 
ness of war and the great need of such organizations as the Red Cross. 
Hundreds of wounded and mutilated soldiers were brought in daily. 

One night there was brought into the hospital a wounded soldier 
whose build and features plainly showed that he was not a Jap but an 
American. He was the first one that had come into the hospital since she 
had been there and through a feeling of sympathy, she took a greater in- 
terest in him than in the others. One evening when she had brought him 
a glass of water and was about to leave to attend to her other duties he 
asked for his pipe, which, he said, she would find in his pocket. In rum- 
maging through iiis coat she came across a little book, which she curiously 
opened in hopes of finding out the name of her American friend. In 
doing so a small picture fell to the floor. She stooped to pick it up and on 
the back read the name. John McGregor, M. D. She turned it over, and 
was startled at the sight of an old picture of herself. 

"John McGregor," she said softly to herself. "John McGregor." 

Silently she returned to the bedside with the pipe and picture and 
placed them in his outstretched hand. 
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The Hand of a Man 



I stood at the side of the ocean, 

The billows were pounding the sand. 
The sea seemed to stretch out forever, 
Yet 'tis spanned by 

The hand of a man. 

I see now a beautiful painting, 

In far away Italy's land. 
The faces and figures seem heavenly, 

Yet 'twas made by 

The hand of a man. 

I see here a giant cathedral. 

Which stately and tall doth stand, 
It inspired an air which is holy, 

Yet 'twas built by 

The hand of a man. 

I once heard an old violinist, 

A master of his noble band, 
He filled my soul with emotions. 

Yet he played with 

The hand of a man. 

I'm reading a beautiful poem, 

Killed with sentiments grand, 
By God the poet was quickened, 

Yet he wrote with 

The hand of a man. 

Now may you be thankful forever, 

That He of the Almighty Hand, 
Has trusted to you as His creature, 

A power like 

The hand of a man. R. S. S., 05. 
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As They See Themselves 



Hi 



jUK Sophomore class groaned and wiggled in misery when, as 
an exercise in Knglish, Miss Moulton demanded from each 
an Autobiography. But she was merciless and the inner life 
of these helpless victims was laid hare, and that by their own 
pens. When the time shall come when they are as great 
as they are good, the following will he interesting reading. 

I came tumbling down out of the "everywhere" into the "here" on the 
delightful autumnal morning of October 27, 1 88b. My arrival was her- 
alded with the greatest of pomp and splendor, and as I tumbled in, the 
band was playing "Please (jo 'Way and Let Me Sleep." This was a tune 
that my father soon commenced to whistle as he had me thrown over his 
shoulder, and was taking a walk in the garden, at twelve o'clock on a hot 
summer's night. 

In shape I somewhat resembled the spherical proportions of a butter 
ball. And I was told that 1 was worth my weight in gold. Now, whether 
they lied or told the truth I don't know, but it is certainly very gratifying 
to know that you were worth something once, when you have been "broke" 
ever since. I have many times wished that in after years I could go back 
and borrow something from myself. 

After I had been actively engaged for some time upon the nursery 
stage, my health commenced to fail. All the great scientists known to the 
scientific world were consulted regarding my welfare, but the assistance 
was seemingly of no avail. All the patent, self-sustaining, unpre-digested, 
never cooked hreakfast foods on the market were tried on me, but they did 
not seem to better my physical condition. Finally an old cow, recognizing 
her own, came to my rescue, and 1 immediately commenced to grow. Now 
this growth was so rapid and so uplifting, that by the time I was 1 6 years 
of age I had risen to the astonishing height of 5 ft. 12 in. A very fortu- 
nate thing, for since my head was so elevated, I have been able to enter- 
tain only the loftiest ideas. 

As I progressed in the strenuous life of a high school student, the 
duties which it was necessary for me to undertake became more numerous, 
and so accordingly 1 w as kept hustling. 

I am still actively engaged in thinking, but since my mental energy 
has been turned by force upon myself as a theme, I tremble lest so large 
a subject may upset the machinery. Clifford DkPuy, '06. 
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The Midnight Attack 



Alice Schoonover. 

IM was evidently angry; we could tell that even in the shadowy 
glimmer of the pale moon. He stood first on one foot, then 
on the other, wheeled around with sudden resolution, and 
faced us with a fling of his head that meant trouble for 
some one. 

"What's the racket, Jim?" we chorused, as a matter of form. 

James Carlson plunged one hand deep into his pocket, placed the other 
on his breast and bowed elaborately. 

"Honorable gentlemen, you arc all aware that small things sometime* 
have the power of making themselves felt in a most annoying manner. Of 
■11 the obnoxious torments that civilization is forced to endure the Fresh- 
men are the worst." 

We murmured assent; it was just a year since we were Freshies. But 
I )aniels growled : 

"Cut it Jim, it takes too long that way. What are the Freshies up to 

now . 

"Well," continued Jim, hriskly, and in a lower tone, "the Freshies 
have conceived the brilliant idea of painting a gorgeous ioa>7 on the wall 
of the rostrum near the middle and close to the ceiling." 

"Aw, get out! They wouldn't any more dare" — we began excitedly, 
but Jim stopped us with a fierce "Keep still! Do you want to be heard? 
No joke, I heard the plot myself. Now, what I want to know is, will there 
be a 1907 on that wall Friday morning, or will there be an '06?" 

'"06!" we responded enthusiastically. 

Daniels demurred. "It's mighty risky, Jim. What if the Prof 
should find it out? He'd just naturally kill the fellow that did it." 

Jim drew his mouth into a sour, despondent droop and raked his 
thick, black hair down over his eyes. 

"Brethren, me heart is full of wretchedness and despair. Life is a 
series of disappointments and sorrow*. I have lost all that 1 once held 
dear." 

"How about Amy?" I suggested. 

"Shut up," snapped Jim, "this is my funeral. I care not for the fleet- 
ing joys of this transient life. I am willing — nay, eager — to sacrifice my 
life on the shrine of patriotic devotion. In other words, I'll mount that 
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rickety ladder and paint a glorious crimson and black 'o6 on the wall if you 
fellows will keep the Freshies off till the deed is accomplished." 

"How'll we get into the building?" chimed in Daniels. 

Jim looked thoughtful tor a moment then answered: 

"I'll manage to get locked in. Then you fellows come to one of the 
south basement windows, and I'll see that you get in all right. If you're 
afraid, Daniels, you'd better not come. But 1 don't believe the Freshies 
will be very dangerous." 

If Daniels felt the sneer he gave no sign. 

The night was full of ominous sights and sounds as our little band of 
ten stole through the dark shadows toward the high school building. Every 
black spot contained a spy ; every snap of a twig was under the foot of an 
unseen enemy. I dare say more than one of us wished he were well out of 
it. Well did we know the penalty for such a mad prank, but Jim had 
said "Come!" and we had come. 

We found Jim at a basement window, which he raised cautiously, as 
there was danger of arousing the janitor, who slept in the building. We 
handed our shoes to him, and then crawled through carefully. Though 
we slipped up stairs as softly as possible, the boards creaked appallingly, 
and it seemed an age before we reached the assembly room on the second 
floor. 

Four of the fellows sneaked off after the ladder which was standing 
in the hall, while Jim exhibited two small cans of paint, one of red. the 
ether black. We had a little trouble getting the ladder into place, but 
after that, things commenced to run smoothly. 

"Now fellows," he whispered softly, "we haven't any time to waste. 
Raise all the curtains in the back and south. Two of you stand at each of 
the doors and the rest at the windows. Here, Bill," he added to me, "you 
stay so if they come before I am through you catch men when I fall." 

Obeying orders, I squatted on the first rung while the others stole to 
their posts, and Jim climbed to the top of the ladder. He worked swiftly 
with bold sweeps and had started the "six" when a fellow from each of the 
doors slunk towards me and reported excitedly that the enemy had come. 

"Are they here," whispered James tragically. 

"A squad at each door," we explained. 

James finished his work with deliberation. "Hope there'll be a 
crowd," he muttered softly. 

The "six" finished he commenced to creep noiselessly down the ladder, 
his love of adventure expelling all thought of danger. A few rungs from 
the bottom he paused and we listened attentively. My heart stood still. I 
saw the strong face above me turn pale. 
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A voice that every one of us recognized came distinctly from the hall, 
"No, I can't see any one, gentlemen, but I am sure that James Carlson is 
at the bottom of this." It was the old Prof himself! 

"The faculty!" I whispered in horror. 

James nodded, then the old love of danger flashed into his face. "Gee! 
What a scrape," he muttered with delight. / didn't feel delighted ; it would 
probably mean expulsion for Jim and a week or two suspension for the rest 
of us. 

"What '11 we do, Jim?" I asked anxiously. 

The fellows had all gathered around and Jim looked sober. "I've 
got you fellows into a pretty scrape; there's only once chance left. Get 
those curtains down and get behind the north door. There is just one way 
out of it. You'll have to trust to luck. We'll lead those fellows a pretty 
chase, and what I want you to do is to streak it down those back stairs the 
minute they get inside. No matter what I say, you git! Promise?" 

"Y es," came hesitatingly from the others, but I immediately deter- 
mined to stay and sec Jim through. 

There were sounds of preparations for an attack from the south en- 
trance. Jim pulled on his shoes without lacing them. As the door knob 
softly turned he called in a stage whisper, "The Freshies, fellows! Rush 
'em!" He thumped across the floor with enough noise for twenty boys, and 
I slipped after him. The north door was flung open, and the members of 
the faculty then rushed to the aid of their confederates at the south. We 
heard a swift rush of stocking feet and knew that our chums were escaping. 
The faculty didn't seem to notice it, but stamped after us, making a fright- 
ful noise. 

"Easy!" chuckled Jim, then stopped so short that I almost ran into 
him. "Caught between two fires, fellows!" he shouted for effect and clat- 
tered around the room wildly while the faculty and their helpers — for there 
must have been thirty there — a hundred, judging from the echoes they 
awoke in the deserted building — swaimd after him, and I had a lively 
time dodging black shapes for the next five minutes. Neither of us could 
get to the door, but they didn't seem to think of raising the curtains, or 
turning on the lights. I was just contrasting their slowness with Jim's 
nimble wits, when the old Prof suddenly mumbled: 

"We'll have a light on this subject, gentlemen! Guard the doors!" 
and a black shape jumped towards me and groped along the wall. 

"No you don't," panted Jim grimly, leaping past me and catching the 
principal's wrist. Immediately there was a muffled scream and a half sob. 

"James Carlson! you big brute! I know you've broken my wrist." 
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Jim fell back in horror, and I dashed for the light. At the first gleam, 
Jim collapsed in a heap on the floor and I held my sides to keep from rous- 
ing the neighborhood. Clinging to one slender white wrist, there stood 
charming Amy Lewis, her form muffled in a long black cloak and with 
shoes that must have been eights in men's size. All around the room 
whisked similar figures, all with monstrous men's shoes. No wonder Jim 
fainted! But the other girls were crowding around anxiously. "Did he 
really hurt you, Amy?" they inquired. 

"Well, I should say he did," pouted Amy. 

Jim sprang up saying authoritatively. "Let me see." He examined her 
wrist carefully. 

"No it's not broken, but 1 guess that's the hardest I ever squeezed your 
hand. Amy." She blushed and drew it away while Jim continued, "I have 
a notion not even to ask your pardon. Professor." 

Amy looked up quickly and then went off into a peal of laughter in 
which every one but Jim joined. He turned to me, without surpise at my 
presence and said solemnly, 

"Do you love me?" 

"Yes," I managed to gasp. 

"Then swear for me ; swear hard." 

Amy clapped her hands in spite of her wrenched wrist. "This is the 
best joke I've ever put up on you, Jim; I think we're quits now." 

"Not much," panted Jim, then added, "How did you get in here, and 
where's the janitor?" 

"The same way you did, may it please your majesty, and the dear old 
man is locked in his room. 

"The key?" demanded Jim. She held one up. 

"It just fits," she gloated. We laughed admiringly. 

"Well, let's get out of here," Jim suggested. "I'm bound to suffer 
for this, and I'll have to spend the night devising some plan for getting 
off easy." 

Jim managed to unlock the janitor's door without attracting the atten- 
tion of that worthy, who had philosophically given up the attempt to get 
out. We then sneaked off quietly. 

I worried all night about the punishment that was sure to befall Jim, 
for every one would know who had planned the outrage. But he was too 
valuable a man in athletics and literary fields to be lightly dismissed and 
after a long and tiresome lecture, the Professor said that the guilty ones 
could expose themselves and bear their just punishment, or the whole class 
should suffer; or as this was the first offense of the kind that had ever been 
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committed, if we would see that every sign of the disfigurement was elim- 
inated within twenty-four hours, he would let the matter rest. 

Jim put it to us, would we rather he should give himself up and get 
expelled, or help clear the stuff away. Our response was unanimous and 
Amy Lewis led the squad that informed the principal that in hehalf of the 
class, we would efface that costly '06. 



A Stunt in English 

Strolling in the meadows, 

Through the sunny hours, 
Lovingly they wander, 

My the hrooks and flowers. 

Now they stop to listen, 
Gazing into space ; 
What is it they're thinking, 

Can you tell it by their face? 

They ramble through the valley, 
Contented side by side, 
Life is joy and bliss for them, 
As together they abide. 

This love and sympathy so true. 

This kinship close of heart and brows, 
In meadows, hillsides, valleys green 

Exists — between two cows. Edna Dodd, '05. 
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Trouble in the "Lab" 




The man in the moon 

Peeked down in the "lab," 
And called to the skeleton grim — 

To open his box 

And limber his joints 
And come out and gossip with him. 

He had heard a tale, 

A wild wierd tale. 
That was whispered to him by the wind. 

The glass eye in the case 

Opened wide with affright, 
And the spirogyra grinned. 

And then in a whisper 

The tale he told, 
Interrupted by moan and sigh, 

How eight hold men 

Were whetting their knives 
To cut in two — North High. 

The skeleton's knees 

Gave a sounding whack, 
And he dropped his lower jaw; 

The old stuffed mink 

Gave a dusty moan, 
And hid his head in his paw. 

And ghostly spits. 

And sepulchral yawls 
Came borne on the midnight air, 

From the spirits feline, 

Who in years gone by 
Had died for science there. 

And the messenger moon 

Slid slowly on 
In his pathless course through the sky; 

Rut his bright round face 

Grew pale and sad, 
As he thought of old North High. 




A Grafter in Animal Land 



Marjoric Mac Vicar. 




IN the heart of a vast, dark forest lived a lone and solitary her- 
mit kitten, heautiful to look upon, with smooth, soft fur of 
a maltee color, paws under whose velvet cushions dread- 
ful claws were concealed, eyes sharp and bright, and quick 
to see any mouse or chipmunk that unfortunately strayed near; and such 
a tail! So long, so graceful and silky, when all was right, hut how quickly 
transformed into a large, bristly, dreadful looking thing at a sudden attack. 

All mice for miles around knew of the monster and fought shy of that 
part of the forest. The chipmunks, who had their homes near by, paid 
their visits and sought their food by stealth. 

Now, one day the mice and chipmunks and birds held a council, and 
decided that they had better go together and secure a hearing with puss, 
and either bring her to reason or an untimely end. Puss hearing of the 
intended visit from a saucy robin, who was the forest gossip, fortified her- 
self with numerous doses of catnip, and was ready for the fray. 

She saw them coming and in spite of her fierce look her heart was beat- 
ing fast, and although her tail assumed mammoth proportions, she herself 
felt very small and weak. The enemy advanced. Puss growled and tried 
to look savage. She tried to think of some way to scatter the foe. Sud- 
denly she had a fit, a most dreadful fit, and the scatteration was complete. 
The air was filled with birds and there was a scampering through the tall 
grass of mice and chipmunks. 

What a dreadful sight they had witnessed. Puss crawled back to her 
home sad and sorry, save for a wicked twinkle in her off eye, and as she 
prepared for a long nap she said to herself, "I fit well." 





The Same Old Grind 



Smoothing rough roads tor the teachers. 

Meeting justice out to Dan, 
Building gyms and Spanish castles. 

Of elaborate size and plan. 
Day by day with love he's labored 

Only in the end to find. 
That no matter what his effort, 

'Tis the same old grind. 

In the dusty little sanctum, 

That is half way up the stair, 
Racking brains and chewing pencils, 

There they sit in wild despair. 
For the printer howls for "copv." 

And the "stuff" is way behind. 
And no matter how they push it, 

'Tis the same old grind. 

The Knglish room is bright and sunny. 

Jolly crowd loafs in there, too, 
Decent place to slaughter time in 

If there wasn't work to do. 
But with Milton, Welsh and Halleck, 

And the others of their kind. 
Lying there in wait for Seniors, 

'Tis the same old grind. 
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The Pink and Green 



A certain man had traveled far and wide, into many strange lands, 
until his heart sickened at the sight of the flags of different countries. One 
day while he was at the ship-docks by the sea, he caught sight of the flag of 
his fatherland. In an instant a flood of boyhood memories burst upon him, 
his soul yearned for the old scenes and he sat down and wept. 

So we in after years, when we see the pink and green, may call to 
mind the happiest times of our lives and long for one moment of those boy- 
hood days again. As the day approaches when we and old North High 
must part forever, we are coming more and more to truly appreciate the 
beauty that lies hidden in the pink and the green. As we gaze at our 
beautiful colors in dreamy thought, we seem to see a throng of rooters on 
the track, or gridiron, whether in victory or defeat, always loyal, always 
enthusiastic and patriotic, with true school spirit that so characterizes 
North High. 

Or perhaps the scene changes and we find ourselves enjoying one of 
the old-fashioned assemblies following a field meet, football or base ball 
game, where speeches are made, enthusiasm prevails and we listen to the 
band or orchestra — a privilege enjoyed by few others. 

Thus in the future, the pink and the green will come to mean much 
to us. It will mean that though we have left the school, the splendid spirit 
that prevailed in our lives there, has had its effect upon us. So in the four 
short years that we and North High are together, let us maintain that 
spirit, and cherish the hope that long may wave the pink and the green. 

Earl Stewart, '05. 
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Well Analyzed 



l RING one of the Senior functions of commencement week, 
each guest was asked to classify one of the faculty or a 
Senior in a most scientific fashion. The following are some 
of the cards that were handed in : 
Name— W. E. D. R. 

1. Liked hest for — school spirit. 

2. Will he rememhered longest because of — North High band. 

3. Favorite expression — "The band will play one more piece and 
then we'll march out." 

4. Star stunt — giving his candid opinion. 

5. Most disagreeable trait — "loyalty to North High." 

6. Favorite haunt — office. 
Name — Miss Troutner. 

1. Liked best for — good nature. 

2. Will be lemembered longest because of — her trips to Jordan's 
farm. 

3. Favorite expression — "When I was in Milwaukee," etc. 

4. Star stunt — walking the tight rope. 

5. Most disagreeable trait — preaching. 

6. Favorite haunt — Chickasaw county. 
Name — Mary Mac Vicar. 

1. Liked best for — her winning smiles. 

2. Will be remembered longest because of — her big pompadour. 

3. Favorite expression — "Great grief." 

4. Star stunt — strolling. 

5. Most disagreeable trait — laziness. 

6. Favorite haunt — the Marshes. 

* * * 

Our Oracle editor's jolly, 

But he cherishes one foolish folly, 

At the least bit of surprise 

He'll open his eyes, 
And shout out with gusto, "by golly." 
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Uncle Josh Sees the Field Meet 



HY how der do, 'Lizabeth! Come in and sit daown. Haow 
air ye any hoaw, and haow's Si. Dew ye know, I'm all 
tuckered aout. I jest got back from the field meet. He! 
he! he! Yes, Lizzie, 1 seed a reg'lar field meet terday, and 
if I never live ter see anuther, I'll be happy. 

Why, my grand-child jist went crazy. If I'd a knew that he was 
goin' ter make sech a fool o' hisself, I'd a stayed ter home or leastwise ha' 
taken some bandiges and a keerseen rag ter wrap araound his thrut. Why, 
he jest got sa horse he couldn't talk, but will yer b'lieve me, he could yell 
like a Comanche. 

I niver seed the likes o' that meet. Why ev'rybody acted like they 
'us escaped lunatics. When ther young fellers 'ud git ter runnin' down 
there, they'd all stand up and yell — and one feller down there in the track 
'ud shoot. I guess they's tryin' to sceer 'em ter see how fast they could run. 

Onct they's a runnin' like as though they's scared plumb crazy, and 
all on a suddint I seed some saw horses, sich as carpenters use, right in 
the track. I yelled, "Git them things out o' the road, they'll stumble over 
'em," but they all jist turned and gawked at me. I'd hardly got the words 
out o' my mouth when the first feller jumped clean over hisen, then the 
nex' and soon I seed they's put thar on purpus. My eye-sight haint o' the 
best, but I seed a good deal. 

I seed 'em run races and jump and throw rocks and big saucers what 
looked a deal like some o' my old blue chinas, only it seemed a little bigger. 
Then they had a rock tied onter the end of a rope and they slung that ; 
then I seed 'em jump over a stick and pull 'emselves up with a pole, and 
go over a sorter fishin' rod, without tuchin' it. But the last race was 
hardest on me. I couldn't git head nor tail on't. I don't think no one 
else did, they all jest yelled like maniacs, and almost broke my ear drums, 
afore I could git out. But I tell you when I did git out, I heaved a hig 
sigh and thanked my stars my kid days was over. 

Clinton* Hoff, '04. 

# ♦ • 

Wallace Bros. Show have offered big money to Miss Troutner to do 
her little stunt of tight-rope walking across the raging flood of Four Mile 
Creek. 
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And the Wheels Go Round 



SjONFOl'NI) it! Why can't I go to sleep," he groaned as he 
turned his pillow over tor the sixteenth time and gave it a 
vicious thump. It had been an hour since he had pinned the 
last of some dozen souvenirs of class parties on the cushion 
and thrown his graduating suit over a chair with a reckless- 
ness born of exhaustion, and flung himself, dead tired, into hed. 

But he couldn't sleep. The last car banging its way through the 
night to the station seemed to tear through his very brain. Hang it all! 
if he could only stop thinking. Seven class doin's in six days, final grades, 
track meets, commencment bills, girls, vacation plans — all had proved too 
much for the mental machinery and the wheels in the poor Senior's head 
whizzed in hopeless confusion, turning out a grist something like this: 
I've got to save a dollar and a quarter for the Annual and I can't see how 
on earth — she really looked sweller than she did at Stout's; I'll write her 
a note in Vergil. I don't care if I haven't read it, grades are all in and I 
can have that committee meeting then. Oh. I musn't forget to ask Miss 
Moulton if she won't — let me see, how does it go — 
Sunset and evening star 
And one clear call for me. 
"Gee! and that'll be Dad's calling me to.get up and I'll be dead if I 
can't get to sleep — sleep, that knits up the raveled sleeve of care, death of 
each day's life, sore labor's bath, chief nourisher in life's feast, great Na- 
ture's second course — second course — olives cost too much — I told the 
committee so, and pickles will do just as well. Everybody will be thinking 
of the toasts — toasts — wasn't I a fool to leave out the only decent thing I 
had planned to say about these last days. Last days — I can't realize that 
they're all gone — and I haven't done any really decent work the whole 
year. What'll I ever do in college, if the work there depends on knowl- 
edge of Latin and Mathematics I have now. Honest I can't tell whether 
a noun is in the first or third declension. As for conjugation — Oh, I'm 
such a fool ! Amo, amas, amat" — and the wheels dinned on and the sand 
man came not. 

* V » 

ETHBL S. (to Senior boy): "Wonder why all the teachers ask me 
about Charles." 
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The Sad Tale of Ye French Student 



— =«W&iNCl\ upon a time there dwelt in the corner of school land. 
7??£lv\\] t:<>od FnUI Jackson, and all about the corner wherein she 
\ ^Ar^V/ dwelt u;h peace ami >crcnit\, tor the good Krau was placid 
©CSSw and mild. And there came to her daily, troops of youths and 
maidens, that they might learn of her how to speak in divers tongues. And 
they were light-hearted and happy for their tasks were easy and their bur- 
dens were light and she minded not their playful pranks. 

Now it came to pass that the good Krau was called to a far country, 
and there came to sit in her chair a little man from over the seas. And 
great trouble came to the youth of school land, for he loved his native 
tongue more than he loved the youths and his wrath waxed hot at their 
playful pranks. And he did slash with many marks of blue and red their 
exercises in the French and German, and oft did place upon their cards 
C's and C — 's till all these youths grew sick and pale with awful fear of 
final flunks, and all the days they sit and dig and dig for the little man 
from over the seas, and all their smiles are fled. C, '04. 

9 » » 

Miss Mollton (at Senior party): "Now on this card write a 
description of your ideal man." 

Gem B. : "Clinton, what color are your eyes?" 




THE EDITOR GETS BL'SY 
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It was one of the strong-minded Senior girls who is doubly supplied 
with a "Will" of her own who responded in English with the following 
sentiment from George Kliot: "A woman has no need of a will of her 
own, if she has the proper man for a husband. 



» * v 




THE FRESHMEN WENT TO THE CIRCUS 



» » * 



There was an English teacher, 

Who often got blue, 
'Cause she loved so many Seniors 

She didn't know what to do. 
She stuffed prose and poetry into their heads, 
And scolded them soundly till they wished they were dead. 
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He Plays a New Role 



N the long stretch of road that runs south from the army 
post there might have been seen, one early spring morning, a 
tall, slender, young and stepping rapidly in long buoyant 
strides. He wore his hat on the back of his head and was 
whistling, "The San Domingo Maid," as he measured 
with a huntsman's eye the flight of every bird and wild thing that crossed 
his path. The little tin dinner pail and the arithmetic he held in his hand 
were the only suggestions that his destination was the little white school 
house that stood by the road half a mile ahead of him. 

It was a new experience, this playing the role of pedagogue. It would 
be a lark! Just a snap to get out of Vergil and French for a week and 
have nothing to do but order about twenty-five little kids. Then, too, 
what an experience for these benighted little farmer youngsters to have a 
Senior really teach them something. And the buoyant stride became 
strangely like a strut. 

• * • 

It was the same dusty road of the following Friday afternoon. The 
meadow larks sang on the fence post, a quail called from a near-by field, 
but they might have been Knglish sparrows on a trolley wire for all the 
attention "hey got from the pale, hollow-eyed, slender fellow who trudged 
languidly along that highway. Twenty-five recitations from twenty-five 
different text-books in five hours by twenty-five youngsters who insisted on 
telling him twenty-five times a minute that "that wasn't the way teacher 
did it," had been his undoing. It was a very chastened and docile Senior 
that responded next Monday morning in French. 

♦ ♦ * 

Tom, Tom, Hosmer's son, 

Hunting ads, away he run, 

Tom was fleet, 

And the ad man beat, 

And he still is speeding down the street. 
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SYMPATHY 



Frances P. (visiting coal mine) : "It I have to walk bent over like 
this much longer, I'll walk double all my life." 

Miss Troutner: "Well, Frances. I hope you don't have to go 
single." 

» » * 

Hi, diddle, diddle. 

The darkies did fiddle, 
The Sophs played pranks 'neath the moon. 
The coppers all laughed to see such sport, 
And Burr swiped a good silver spoon. 

* » » 

FROM FORCE OF HABIT 

Ed D. (in Virgil): "The half-burned timbers were soaked." 
Clinton H.: "Wonder what he got on em." 

» » * 

There was a young woman, and what do you think. 
All that she did was teach history and prink. 
To teach Seniors history and keep them all quiet 
Was no easy job. If you think so just try it. 
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We'd Like to Know 



Who cut Van's hair? 
How Hen fixes his pompadour? 
When "Hook" will graduate? 
Where Tom nets his girls? 

When the "man from Milwaukee" will put in his appearance? 
How many times a week Mary and Dobby "quit?" 
Where Chickasaw county is? 

How many times Miss Moulton has lost her pocketbook ? 
Who will entertain Miss Frisbie when the Seniors arc pone? 
Where the fudges come from in the fourth period ? 
Where Prof. Kenngott not his silk girdle? 

i * * 

Miss R.: "What is 'nodo'?" 
Ed D. : "That's me." 

» » « 

B. (i. (translating Vergil): "He seemed to hear the howling of 
dogs." 

L. A. (humming "Sycamore Tree"): "And I know he meant me." 

» » » 




CANNED AND READY TO SHIP 

9 9 9 

He came to the great golden gate, 
As usual just a bit late, 

"Hold on there a bit, 

Go get your admit," 



Said Peter — and Marsh had to wait. 
9 9 9 




VISIONS FROM THE WASTE BASKET 



The Big Hit of the Season 




HK Ingersoll Park management have an eye for business and 
have secured some rare vaudeville attractions for the sum- 
mer. The big hit comes on July 4th, when the Chicago 
Comic Supplement Company begins an engagement of a 
week. The cast insures a howling success. 

Fatty Felix Rob Rattray 

Fritz Lee Clos 

Hans Carl McIntyre 

Buster Brown "Punk" Scarfp 

Gaston C Hoff 

Alphonse K. Maine' 

The Dutchess Lenore Ash 

Foxy Grandpa Mr. Fletcher 

Lady Bountiful \f, ss Frisbif 

My Dear Leon Mr. Kenngott 

Happy Hooligan "Ocher" Smith 

Gloomy Gus V. Dobson 

9 9 9 

A meek little Senior, 

Of demure demeanor, 
Sat eating some fudges one day, 

The Principal spied her, 

And walked down beside her, 
And frightened that Senior away. 
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There once was a bold Sophomore man. 
Bent on Mealing a big ice cream can. 

Along came a proper 

Big brass-buttoned "copper" — 
(iee-\vhiz, how that Sophomore ran. 




HIS DREAM OF BLISS 
* * • 



The life saving act of Royal on Decoration Day, when he rescued Miss 
Troutner from a watery grave, may have added new laurels to his already 
highly decorated brow, but it drew heavily on the wardrobes of the spec- 
tators. 
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THE RIVALS — A SENIOR I'LAY IN MANY ACTS 




MODERNIZED MOTHER GOOSE 



Claude ami Clinton went a-fishin' 

For to catch a whale, 
Hut all the fishes that they brought 

To town were mighty stale. 

♦ ♦ • 

It was on Decoration Day that the frogs, polly-wogs and mud cats 
of Four Mile Creek gave a reception to the teacher of Biology from North 
High. Her arrival among them was somewhat unexpected. It is said she 
created quite a sensation. 

* * * 

There once was a man from North High, 
Who was heard to say with a sigh, 

O, isn't it fierce 

How little Coach Pierce 
Works his bluff without batting an eye. 

9 9 9 

Prof. K. : "How much have you written of 'Der Hibliothekar' ?" 
M. P.: "Enough." 

9 9 • 
NOTICE 

Max Hamilton and Harry Maine open up their newly-acquired junk 
shop the middle of the month. Ice cream cans a specialty. A large and 
varied assortment to pick from. 
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Social Review of the Year 



Two ghostly figures flitted down Indiana Avenue and 
vanished into the alley just before they reached Sixth 
Street. The moon shown for a minute through a rift 
of scurrying clouds and a crowd of impish, small boys, 
who were making away with the sign from the 
corner grocery store, scampered into the shadow. A 
tall woman in white with a lantern in her hand, accom- 
panied by a black robed skeleton, moved out of the dark- 
ness into the glare of light from the porch lamp at 1234 
Sixth Avenue, hesitated a moment, and approached an 
open window before which were two crossed broomsticks. 
A light jump and they disappeared inside. More came, 
materializing apparently from the clouds and darkness 
that enveloped the world this Hallowe'en. If the neigh- 
bors saw this assembling of witches and gnomes and 
imps, they only sighed resignedly and braced themselves 
tor whatever might happen. Some of them had lived 
there since eighteen years ago this very night, and they 
(till lived! They might have been spared any anxiety if 
they had known it was only the class of 1904 come to 
celebrate the birthday of Wilmot Royal. And they did 
celebrate. The house was decorated with corn stalks, 
pumpkins and bitter-sweet, and only dimly lighted with 
jack-o-lanterns and the blaze from the grate fire. As 
witches and ghosts each did his little stunt till by word 
or gesture he had revealed the Senior under his disguise. 
Appropriate refreshments were served. Then seated on 
the floor about the fire, they sang songs and told ghost 
stories till the candles in the lanterns flickered and went 
out, and the life-sized skull on the mantle grinned in 
delight at the wierdsomeness of it all. Finally one talc 
more thrilling than the rest ended in a hair-raising 
shriek, too horribJe for even Senior nerves: so the lights 
were turned on and the Hallowe'en party, the first social 
event of the year was a thing of the past. 
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MONG the many class parties of the past two week*, was that 
of Thos. Hosmer, given in honor of the Seniors at his home 
on North Seventh Street, Tuesday evening June 7th. The 
guests included the faculty, as well as members of the class 

and friends of the host. . 

The occasion was in the nature of a lawn party, the yard bemg beau 
tifullv illuminated with Japanese and Chine e lanterns. The house was 
decorated in the class and school colors, both of which were used as the 
color scheme in the refreshments. Musk and games furnished the evenmg s 
entertainment, after which the guests departed at a late hour. 

» ♦ * 

The football season had ended, the last "noose egg" had been recorded, 
but football enthusiasm and school spirit had been too fervid ^to die out the 
mimlte the whistle blew for time at the close of the Red Oak game: and 
manv shared the pleasures of the festivities that came m the after glow tha 
lasted till .he holidavs. The first of these celebrations was held at Robert 
Rittrav s Always an enthusiastic rooter ami supporter of football, Kob 
took pleasure in entertaining the team and the girls who had done most to 
make the season a success. The house was decorated in pink and green and 
different games were played progressively. There was a table tor each 
game in the schedule, each table being decorated in the colors of the school 
for which it stood, and the value of the progression here was the same as 
the score made in that particular game. While this served as a rem.nder 
to the bovs of the victories thev had not won. it added much to the fun and 
interest of the occasion. In the toasts that followed the supper, the boys 
fought over again their battles, and recalled the fun and expenence that 
made this first football season one long to be remembered. 

» ♦ • 

December 12th the members of the team came together for the last 
time at the home of Claude Pickrell, the big right tackle. The occasion was 
a dinner given by him to the team. The girls who were barred from tins 
last good time tried to play the usual role of "left outs" and "swipe" the 
ice cream, but the can proving too heavy for them to lift, they contented 
themselves by making faces at the drawn curtains. 

V * * 

One of the pleasant social features of the commencement week was 
the reception given the Seniors by Charles Stout, at the home of his sister, 
Mrs. Kinlavson. The home was beautifully decorated in the colors of the 
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class, and the wide veranda was illuminated with Japanese lanterns, fur- 
nishing an ideal place for entertainment. The usual difficulties of arriving 
were experienced by some of the boys, but nothing of this nature marred 
the pleasure of the evening. Games and music furnished the means of en- 
tertainment and the fortunes of many Seniors were portrayed through little 
cards and mystic music. Following the games a two-course luncheon 
was served, in which the color scheme of green and white was carried out. 

With the near approach of graduation the Seniors began to realize the 
short space of time which yet remained until they should separate, and each 
one entered most heartily into the spirit of the occasion. 



* * t 




|HE last meeting of the Boys' Debating Club w as held June 3d. 
In place of blackboards and desks of the business department, 
dainty decorations and home comforts surrounded them, for 
the place was the Royal home at 1234 Sixth Avenue, and 
the occasion was the semester banquet given by the losing to the winning 
side. 

Charles Stout, President of the club, presided as toastmaster. Mrs. 
Royal acted as hostess. While the event was a regular feature of the club 
life, it was especially significant because it was the last one in which the 
Senior members would take a part. As they were largely responsible for 
the organization and maintenance of the society, the consciousness that they 
were to leave could but shadow the happiness of the occasion, regardlc^ oi 
the plan and pleasures. 

The toasts responded to were: 

• The Victors" Mac Chketham 

"The Vanquished" Karl Stf.w art 

"The Judges" Clifford De Puv 

"The School We Leave" Wilmot Royal 

"Club Prophecy" Clinton Hoff 

"The Seniors" Miss Moulton 
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TO THE DEBATING CLUB 



January 30th the losing side in the Debating Club gave the first 
semester banquet to the victors. The place was the Hosmer home in High 
land Park. The toast on this <xcasion was well done and served dry — so 
dry that the following piece has been preserved even unto this day: 

Here's to the boys of old North High, 

Who have entered the lists in debate! 

Who have sharpened their wits and polished their tongues, 
For forensic battles great. 

Here's to the spirits of Burke and Pitt, 

And all the eloquent dead. 
Who flitted away from the land of shades 

To haunt North High instead. 

Out on a lark they silently slid, 

To the club one Tuesday night. 
As each seized a member to speak for him, 

They laughed in ghostly delight. 

They entered the bodies of Royal and Pick 

And Stewart and Stout and Hoff, 
Old Daniel Webster got in Webb, 

But he hadn't room enough. 

Cicero couldn't guide Royal's tongue, 

Pick turned Demosthenes out, 
But the wise old Greek soon found that he 

Had a better fit in Stout. 

Patrick Henry waved Clinton's hand, 

At one of his finest strokes, 
And what he planned for argument, 
Proved one of Clinton's jokes. 
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After a sorry fracas or two 

They got things settled quite, 

What wonder then, it's an eloquent cluh 
That meets each Tuesday night. 

'T would startle Gabriel himself to hear 

Such eloquence profound, 
The very air is vibrant there, 

The judges sit spell-bound. 

So here's, I say, to our own club boys, 
And here's to their eloquence rare, 

Here's to the victories they're going to win, 
When they meet the boys from Adair! 

Here's to the joyful, happy times 
That boys can have with boys, 

Here's to the work that only serves 
To intensify those joys. 

And here's to the days that are slipping away, 
And turning these boys to men, 

Here's to the light-hearted, care-free times, 
That can never come back again. 
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AY 24th was the date of the annual reception given hy the 
Juniors to the class of '04. In spite of the weather man and 
the "Sophs," member! of both classes and the faculty 
assembled at the home of Mr. John Connolly on Sixth 
Avenue. The only casualities were White's black eye and a spoiled shine 
on Giffin's oxfords. 

The home was elaborately decorated in the colors of the two classes, 
and music by a colored mandolin club added to the festivity of the 
occasion. 

But it would have taken more than ragtime music by a mandolin club 
to have wholly dispelled the feeling of sadness that lurked in the hearts of 
all present, because of the consciousness that this was the beginning of the 
end of good times at North High. The sentiments expressed in the 
toasts showed that love for the Pink and Green and all that it stands for 
in their lives is no passing sentiment. The program was as follows: 

"Our Guests, the Grads" Anna Rehman 

"The Class of 1905" Frances Pickrei.i. 

"Looking Backward" Wii.Mot Royai. 

"The Pink and Green" Karl Stewart 

"Breaking Home Ties" Miss Roi.i.inson 

"North High" Prinicpai. Rummei. 

Miss Moi/lton, Toastmaster. 



v « * 




SOCIAL functions were so numerous the past week that 
Seniors had barely time to change their gowns between acts. 
June 2d Mary Risser entertained the Seniors and faculty at 
her home on Arlington Avenue. As a part of the entertain- 
ment each guest had to write a characterization of some one present. After- 
wards thev were read and a prize given to the one who could come nearest 
to guessing to whom they all belonged. As the members of 1904 are pain- 
fullv well acquainted with each other, and as the whole class is noted for 
its honesty and plain speaking, this was not a difficult thing to do. If any 
one winced as he was forced to see himself as others saw him, no one knew 
it As it grew late a very elaborate luncheon was served, possibly to pre- 
pare the guests for the next function in the long series that awaited them. 
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REIGN OF THE BAMBOO QUEEN 




]H, the never-to-be-forgotten joyousness of that day out of 
doors. Away from the brick pavements, and street cars, 
away from books and society, on and on and on through the 
freshness and beauty of the June morning, past fields of rye 
and barley, billowing in the morning breeze, over hills just barred with 
the long, long rows of young corn, farm yards resplendent with peonies, 
yellow roses, anil honey suckles; calves in the pastures, chickens and pigs 
camping through the barn yard, everywhere life, young, abundant and 
rioutous life. 

The fish poles projected aspiringly over the heads of six happy young 
people. Baskets and hammocks bulged suggestively from the backs ,>r 
three buggies, as they bowled along the country roads. And neither the 
brown thrush in the sage brush, or the farmer boy plowing corn, were 
surprised to hear the announcement in a strong tenor voice that, "He was 
the king of Cocoanut Row — and that although she was just sixteen he 
wished she would be his Mamboo Queen." 

This was his triumphal procession. The world was his, the beauty 
of it, the joy and delight of it. and neither the Russians nor Hcrr Kenngott 
could take it from him. The cat fish in Beaver Creek darted with fright 
into the blackest of the swirling eddies, among the rotted piers of second 
bridge, as the procession halted above him to discuss the advisability of 
pitching camp, but on it moved where the Beaver winds in deeper seclusion 
through the woods and the catfish lurk in shady pools under the over- 
hanging willows. 

There on the grassy bank in the June sunshine the King of Cocoanut 
Row and his retinue of six, pitched their tents. Seniors were those girls? 
High school Seniors, tired and worn with the strenuous life of commence- 
ment week ? No. Bamboo queens, all of them. None other could fry 
such bacon and potatoes over the camp fire made by the big stump, or 
make such coffee as mingled its fragrance with that of the grape vine in the 
tree overhead. 

Could a Senior, a delicately reared, conventional Senior, whose star 
stunt was looking pretty, and whose best friend her mirror, have jumped 
with Amazonian strides, a rushing torrent that separated her from a good 
place to fish? Could she have broken with her own white hands, great, 
damp clods from the overhanging bank and seized with eagerness the 
wriggling, twisting angle worms and threaded them on the cruel hook? 
Could she have sat by hours, bear headed in the sun and wind, waiting for 
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the cat fish that never came, till her face was the hue of a well-washed 
radish, her hands a gypsy brawn and appetite savagely strong? 

King of Cocoanut Row and Bambo Queens, I tell you. And Beaver 
Creek, swollen with the summer rains, rushed tumbling and swirling past" 
them ; so did the hours of that summer's day, and all too soon. The sunset 
glow began to crimson the western sky, the doves and the bob-whites 
sounded their good-night calls. 

A dull, red glow from the embers by the old stump, a circling line of 
blue smoke, a forgotten sofa pillow, and a story book, is all that told of 
the reign of the Bamboo Queen. 

Trailing into Ues Moines with their arms full of faded wild roses 
and their heads full of the beauty of a summer's day in God's out-of-doors, 
came six tired, happy Seniors. 




124 



In Nature's Lap 



HO has not sniffed the air of a May morn, wandered through 
the cool woods in midsummer, or scented the wild odors of 
autumnal days and not received new life? The woods, the 
fields, the flowing brooks, the pure blue sky and all that God 
and nature can give, seize the inner man and transport him to another world 
of rest and peace. 

To watch the water of a purling brook lap the boulders in its bed 
and play over their green mossy brows, to see the cattle at noonday cooling 
their hoofs in its waters as they stand idly chewing their cud; or to watch 
the rich autumn leaves gather on the bosom of a silver stream, and gently 
float along till they find a pool and there rest and float much like the stars 
in the azure of a midsummer's night; to hear the wierd call of the whip- 
poor-will as he wheels his flight between the hills at eveningtide; to look 
across the valley, tinted and made fascinating with its blue haze that seems 
to veil the landscape in mystery — yes these and all other scenes in nature 
appeal to the true soul, touch its tender emotions and wake it to a living 
lyre, while hopes and joys and memories are reflected, ebb and flow, and new 
life creeps into a jaded spirit. A touch of nature will sooth the wearied 
brain, the aching heart. 

Who is he that can not go to dear old nature for that "healing sym- 
pathy that steals away" his sorrows? The child can play among the 
flowers and forget home, and mother, and all the world ; the maiden can 
toy with her tresses in the bosom of the forest and think of the secrets of 
her heart, and Nature will not tell; the lusty youth may trip among the 
ravines and rocks in the chase and vent the energy of his leathern muscles 
only to gain new strength ; the seer may wander in her cool sequestered 
ways "folded in mystery," and yet he walks and rests in peace and is not 
tempted to inquire into the wonders that lie around him there. Whether 
at morn, high noon or eventide of life nature has a halm for him who will 
seek it. She will give him rest and comfort and lead him gently into the 
presence of his Maker. But he who would hold this treasure must approach 
nature in great simplicity. For pomp will have no place before her; Na- 
ture sits not on a throne with ceremony about. Sublime yet modest and 
unpretentious in her own way, she silently and tenderly touches the soul 
with inspirations that mould it anew. Who knows her secret? What is 
the magic wand by which she strikes new being into the old? We may 
inquire and that is all. Men will continue to huddle themselves together 
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in the city and enslave themelves in the treadmill of husiness, forgetting 
that there is a hlue sky, that the seasons come and |a now just as they did 
when they as boys, barefoot and in tan, sought the old swimming pool, and 
wandered along the banks of the old stream that was their companion in 
youth. Life is but a spark of light between two eternities. As it flits across 
the chasm between, it should not be made dimmer. The wants of the body 
must be provided for. Great intellects must give close application to the 
problems of traffic, transportation and what not. But there is no need of 
enslaving the soul. There is time enough. Let us be children till the end. 
We can take time to note the passing of the seasons in all their variety. 
We can watch the birds nest, and enjoy our favorite haunts out' of d<x>rs 
now as we did when children. We shall he the better for it. But the 
right spirit is abroad in the land and men are learning that a whiff of 
country air on Saturdays is helpful, and makes life brighter. They will 
have learned the whole truth only when they learn that even- day has a 
place in it for blue sky. sunshine, and out of doors, and that youth is not 
to be forgotten by great souls. 
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A Fable 



Once upon a Time two wise and Steady pedagogues, who wore dip 
fronts and Pompadours, took a bunch of Young Hopefuls and wended 
their Way to the cool and shady pastures. The necessary Boys were roped 
in, to carry Coffee Pots and tear off needed Car Checks. They went on 
Decoration Day because the Two decided that the Day should be remem- 
bered. Only one Place in the city was fit for these Special Ones so they 
gave the Con his orders and told him to unload at the L>op. Things 
went. They sat down in the verdant Grass amongst Cows and Goose- 
berry bushes, ate stick candy and Gum drops and told each Other how 
nice the crops were looking. A Boy with a small Amount of gray Mat- 
ter hapt onto a grape-vine Swing, and for the rest of the P. M. earned his 
Feed. A Few who were looking for a Change, explored the vast Un- 
knowns. One chaperon went to watch the Morals of the Bunch and the 
other chaperon went to watch the other chaperon. The wise Ones left 
at the feeding Station enjoyed the Arrangement. They sat in the Spoon- 
holder and played cat's-cradle. Those out exploring the Jungles came to 
a trickling Rill. One fertile Mind discovered a Gold brick in the Shape 
of a slippery Log over the waters. The others took it at its market value 
and none filtered but the Chaperon. She tumbled. The Boy who carried 
the Coffee pot went into the Life saving Business on his own Hook. The 
water was wet. The Chaperon came back to Camp in an Ankle length 
Skirt. 

To make Coffee for the evening Repast H-O plus Microbes was car- 
ried in tin cups from a mile away, through two Barb wire fences. A 
swell Blowout of Heinze's 57 Varieties and Deviled Kggs were spread on 
two Dailies. After supper four of the Bunch got sore and cut the Rest, 
also the Chaperons, and took a tie pass for a Station two miles up the 
Pike, where a convenient Roost was found on the Top of a sign Post, from 
which they surveyed the tree Tops and surrounding telephone Poles. A 
joyful Reunion was held before the Train came in. They reserved the 
front Platform of the first Car that would stop for Them, and blew into 
Town about 10:30. The Day was remembered. 

Two negatives make an Affirmative. Two Chaperones make a . 
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ID you tackle that trouble that came your way 

With a resolute heart and cheerful, 
Or hide your face from the light of day 
With a craven soul and fearful? 



Oh, a trouble's a ton, or a trouble's an ounce, 

Or a trouble is what you make it, 
And it isn't the fact that you're hurt that counts, 

But only how did you take it? 

You are beaten to earth? Well, well, what's that? 

Come up with a smiling face. 
It's nothing against you to fall doan flat. 

But to lie there — that's disgrace. 
The harder you're thrown, why, the higher you bounce; 

Be proud of your blackened eye! 
It isn't the fact that you're licked that counts; 

It's how did you fight — and why? 

And though you be done to death, what then ? 

If you battled the best you could, 
If you played your part in the world of men, 

Why, the critic will call it good. 
Death comes with a crawl, or comes with a pounce, 

And whether he's slow or spry 
It isn't the fact that you're dead that counts, 

But only how did you die? 

Edmund Vance Cooke. 
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THINGS PRACTICAL 




This is a Practical age. 

Kvery person takes a Practical view of life. 

The Practical is more than ever prominent in ed- 
ucation. 

A high school education is of the essence of Practica* 
bility at the present time. 

Hut the high school education is Practical in the sense 
that it gives a broader preparation for living. 

The education afforded by a well-rounded commercial 
course is the fitting superstructure to be placed upon the 
foundation afforded by the high school education. 

The Capital City Commercial College has always stood 
for the Practical in the training of young business men 
and women. 

Its courses are Practical: its teachers arc Practical, 
and its graduates are made Practical. 

The Esthetic and Practical blend harmoniously. 

The Practical work of the C. C. C. C. has been before 
a Practical public for twenty years and has always been 
the standard of commercial education. 

The C. C. C. C. has more than forty graduates in Des 
Moines banks, and throughout the state, hundreds. 

It has young men and young women in all the large 
business enterprises of the state, and still the demand for 
graduates who can earn good salaries is much larger than 
the supply. 

A free catalogue giving information concerning the 
Practical nature of our work may be secured by address- 
ing the 

Capital City Commercial College 

DES MOINES, IOWA 



BELT & VAN SITTERT 


Have You Seen? 


Mutual 'Phone 604 Main 615 Grand Avenue 


. .Our... 




Complete Line of 




HATS 


Wall Paper , Painting 
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HI in 


SHIRTS 


Wood Finishing 


HOSIERY 


NFfKWFAR 




a 


It is our ability to do things better than 


Pease Hat Co. 


others that make us of value to you 


321 SIXTH AVENUE 



FOR YOUR 

Vacation Reading 

Call or send for our list of POP- 
ULAR NEW COPYRIGHTED 
FICTION, "The Virginians," 
"Hearts Courageous," "David 
Harum," "Knighthood," "Right 
of Way," and many others just 
as good in our regular 50c series. 

FOR YOUR 

Vacation Writing 

Get a supply of "Whiting's" 
French Organdie Stationery, and 
a "Waterman's" Ideal Fountain 
Pen. These will give you perfect 
equipment 

= THE 
GREEK LAMP BOOK SHOP 

Baker-Trlsler Co., Props. 
420 Walnut Street 



Graduating 



Gifts 




Watches, 

Fine 



Jewelry 



LARGE ASSORTMENT 
POPULAR PRICES 



S. Joseph & Sons 

Established 1871 400 WALNUT ST. 



Track Goods 

And Basket Ball 

Shirt and Flappers $ 80 

Worsted Track Shirts $ 1 25 

In N. H. S. Colors. 

Track Shoes $3 00 up 

Shot, Hammers, Discus, Etc. 
Vaulting Poles $ 5 50 up 




BASE BALL 

Gloves 50c up 

Mitts 40c up 

Bats, Balls, Etc. 

Shoes $2 50 up 

0 > Base Ball Suits, complete. . S 3 75 up 



Golf Outfits 

Tennis, Etc. 

Cameras, Etc. 



Sweaters, Jerseys and everything for the Student. 

HOPKINS BROS. CO. 



10 per cent discount on Track and Basket Hall Suits. 



SEVENTH AND LOCUST STREETS 



A Good Place for a Little Cash 

Q d Q 


W. A. GRAHAM 


Cash Grocery 


Prescription 


547 Sixth Avenue 




Where QUALITY and QUANTITY 


Druggist 


Go Hand in Hand 




(jive Us a Trial and See for Yourself 


Sixth and State Streets 


W. M.WEBER 


DES MOINES, - IOWA 



©rake Onun^ersnily Smunramineir SdtacnxiDll 

OPENS JUNE 20, 1904 



IX Weeks for Teachers. Year's Credit Courses, Eight Weeks. All 
Summer Schools United into One in the interests of Strong- Faculty, 
Low Tuition and Elective Studies. 

Sixty Courses offered, embracing work leading to r.ny grade of 
Teachers's Certificates, either County or State, thorough and complete Courses 
for Primary Teachers, Intermediate, Grammar Grade and High School Teach- 
ers and courses for those desiring to make Academy, Normal or College credits. 

Aside from the Academic and Collegiate Work offered, there will be many 
courses in professional training and special lines, including General Methods, 
Didactics, Psychology. Child Study, School Supervision, School Manage- 
ment, History and Philosophy of Education, Music, Drawing, Nature Study, 
Construction Work, Raffia Work, Manual Training, Pnysical Culture and 
Elements of Agriculture. 

No other School in the State offers so excellent opportunity for doing 
general or special lines of work in any department of the educational field. 




"UP=TO=DATE" 

IS AN EXPRESSION THAT 
ALWAYS MAKES YOU 
THINK OF 

EDINGER 

AND HIS 

Photographs 

THLY ARE OF THAT KIND. 



Blue Point 
Packing Co. 

572-574 Seventh St. 

We are especially equipped 
to handle family orders for 
parties, etc. 

We make everything known in 

ICE CREAM and ICES 

AT POPULAR PRICES. 

One trial convinces anyone 
of our superior goods and 
services. 

We own our own creamery 
and cater to those who 
demand the best. 

Iowa Phone 157. Mutual 534. 



Delightful Place to E.at 

Prompt and Courteous Service 



"Hulsizer's 
Always 
Good 99 

SE.E.DS 
BULBS 

PLANTS 
SHELLLS 

Are the very Best that grow 
Landscape Work a Specialty 

Vhit our new Seed Store, 207 7th St. 

THE HULSIZER CO. 



Music Sunday at Dinner 
and Every Evening 



NE.W WELLINGTON CAFE 

415-417 FIFTH STREET 

LARGEST, LIGHTEST 

and MOST POPULAR 

RESTAURANT IN 

DES MOINES 



You Have Missed One of the Real Pleasures if 
You Have Never Taken Lunch at the Wellington 



The Mechanics Savings Bank 



315 Fifth Street 
MANHATTAN BUILDING 



OFFICERS: 

H. B. WYMAN, President J. L. CAREY, Vice-President G. E. MacKINNON, Cashier 



DIRECTORS: 

C. B. McNERNEY NELSON ROYAL J. L. CAREY 

H. B. WYMAN F. C. WATERBURY S. S. STILL 

JOHN H. GIBSON G. E. MacKINNON 



DOES A GENERAL BANKING BUSINESS 
INTEREST PAID ON DEPOSITS YOUR BUSINESS SOLICITED 



Morris - Blair 
Floral Co 

SUCCESSORS TO 

W. L. MORRIS -AND R L. BLAIR 

310 Seventh St.. 3)es SKoines 
CUT FLOWERS AND PLANTS 



Newell's 


7th & Locust 


Furniture 









We certainly have it 

The finest line of Furniture 
in the city 

GIVE US A LOOK 



W.G.THOMPSON 

DES MOINES, IOWA 

Qfi WALL PAPER 
AND PAINTING 

Mutual 518 
Phone 1514 Grand Avenue 



THOMSON'S STUDIO 

518 East Locust Street 



Dependable 


Photos 


Reasonable 


Prices 



All the North High 
Boys and Girls 

Trade at 



Holmes-Irving Company 

OPTICIANS AND JEWELERS 

517 East Locust Street 

DES MOINES, IOWA 

We are Headquarters for Everything in a General 

JtWLLRY LINE. 

Repairing Carefully and Neatly Done by Expert 
Workmen. 

We iWe Special Attention to OPTICAL WORK, 
which ia att-nded to by MR. IRVING, who ts 
a Thoroughly SCIENTIFIC and UP-TO-DATE 
OPTICIAN. 



K. J. HAMILTON 

Mandolin, Guitar and Banjo Teacher 

Mandolin Orchestra furnished for Parties, 
Dances and Receptions. 

MUSIC FURNISHED FOR 

any Kind of INSTRUMENT 



Sludio over Frankels, Suite 238-230 Cent ury 
Building, DES riOINES, IuWa 



W H I ( 1 I I T 

• • • T H • • • 

HABERDASHER 

J. L. WRIGHT 




402 Walnut Street 

Guiberson Costume Co. 

504 Walnut St. 

Fancy and Historical Cos- 
tumes, H igs. Beards, Etc. 



CHASE BROS. 

311, 313, 315 6th Ave. 



Caps and Gowns For Sale or Rent 



T. A. Kelso 



E. E. Kelso 



Kelso's 
Candies 

We MaKe Everything We Sell 
318 Sixth Avenue Des Moines 

Si 5 $15 $15 $15 $15 $15 

Suit or O vercoat to Order 

NO MORE $15 NO LESS 

A Thousand Styles. 4 Single Price. 

We move to 316 Sixth Ave West Side, between Walnut 
and Locust Sts, Auirust 1st. Glad to show you there 
the immense large stock the mills are now making 
for us for Kail and Winter. 

THE GLASGOW, 710 Walnut 

$15 $15 $15 $15 $15 $15 

The Money Saved 

In buying $1.00 worth of 
music at W. W. Kimball Co. 

Is 24c 

We want your business. 

W. W. KIMBALL CO. 

802 Walnut Street 

INSURE YOUR 
PROPERTY 



In the 

STATE INSURANCE GO. 

OF DES MOINES, IOWA 

Against Fire t Lightning 
and Tornadoes 0 0 

J. R. WINDSOR & CO. 



Agents 



220 Fifth Street 



Grand and Upright 

PIANO© 

Fischer 
and Other 
Leading 




MARKS MUSIC HOUSE 



315 Seventh St. 



YOU'LL NEED A FEW 
SEEDS BY AND BY 



"|"hkn bear this in mind. Under equal 
conditions the better the seed the 
better the crop. 

Let us send you some of our splen- 
did seeds— they're fresh, clean, tested 
and full of vitality. They cost no 
more than inferior kinds. Many cus- 
tomers call us "The Old Reliable." 

We've had thirty-four years' ex- 
perience in raising high grade seeds 
— so come to us with confidence- 



IOWA SEED CO. 

613-615 LOCUST STREET 



Large Catalogue of 100 pages and hundreds of 
Illustrations FREE if you mention the Oracle 



THE SWELLEST 



RIGS 



AT THE— 

MOST 

REASONABLE 
PRICES - - 




CASH OR 
PAYMENTS 



HAWKEYE TRANSFER CO., 

200-2-4 W. WALNUT ST. 





Photographs 

Speak 
for 

Themselves 

TO WNSEND 



613 WALNUT 



Royal 


f ^ W. L. DOUGLAS, 

! " "T' Nobby Styles for 


\ jjjjju is Young Men In the 


Union 


#v Jb^ SHOES 

lhat Take the 
Lead In the 


Mutual Life 


United States 
to-day 

Store 307 Sixth Ave. 




Happy Home 


. . OP . . 


Furnishers 


DES MOINES, 




HARBACH = HARRIS 


IOWA, 


CO. 




513-515 Locust Street, 


FRANK D. JACKSON, SIDNEY A. FOSTER, 
President. Secretary. 


Des Moines, Iowa. 



VICTORIA 



and 



Cleaning 
Pressing Rooms 



Can Give You Perfect Satisfaction 

. . . TRY IT . . . 



607 Sixth Ave. 



Mutual Phone 1720 

Goods Called For and Delivered. 

W. C. ALLSUP, Prop. 




A. E. SCRUBY 



JvuK. 



CAPITAL CITY OAS LIGHT CO- 

413-415-417 Locust St. 



A. B. SCRUBY 



Scruby Brothers, 

GROCERS 

BUTCHERS 

BAKERS 

FLOUR 

and 

FEED 

1600-02-04 SIXTH AVE. 

Both Phones 274 



T he MYSTIC TOILERS 

A FRATERNAL 
INSURANCE SOCIETY. 

a Home office: 900 Observatory Building, a 

DES MOINES, IOWA. 

Presents a Modern Plan 
and is strictly up-to-date. 

The local Council Is the 
next largest In this city. 

Come and see us or write for further In- 
formation. 

J. F. TAAKE, 

SUPREME SECRETARY. 



Buy your next 
suit of 

NICOLL 
the Tailor 



Suits to order $20 to $40 
Trousers to order $5 to $12 



Highest Quality Lowest Prices 
502 Walnut Street 



Dodd & Struthers 



Manufacturers of and 
Wholesale Dealers in 



Copper Cable Lightning r^ods 

THE BEST IS THE WORLD 





Endorsed by 
Insurance 
Companies 
iverywhere 

and by 
Scientific 

Men 
Protection 
Assured 



See Our Artificial Thunderstorm and be Amazed 

Call any day at our factory and we will show 
you our thunderstorm, consisting of a cloud, a 
house and six inches of chain lightning, all free. 
If you cannot call on us, write to us and we will 
send you our free book on "Lightning." We 
can keep lightning out of your home. 

720 Sixth Ave., Des Moines, la. 



GRADUATION 

...AND 

VACATION 

Each Calls for 
New CLothes 

Whichever you need come 
here. We have the correct 
thing. We show large va- 
riety. We offer the smart- 
est styles. We give the 
strongest possible value .. .. 

Utica Clothes Fit Perfettly 

Proper Hats and Haberdashery for either 




•vent 



/ * A FR1£0UCH 



Sixth and Walnut Strtti 

DES MOINES • - IOWA 



COLLEGE AND HIGH SCHOOL 
PRINTING A SPECIALTY 



HIGH GRADH HALF TONE PRINTING 



YELL 



G=E=0. - A.= 
M=I=L=L=E=R= 
P=T=G. - C=0.= 

Fine= \nnuals=we= Vlake= 
H i^h=prices=we=brea k= 
And=wt=can=always=do= 
Mi^h=Class=Printino;=for=you= 
BIND! BIND! BIND! 
PRINT! PRINT! PRINT! 

FINE!!! 



GEO. A, MILLER PTG. CO. 



Si i LOCUST STREET 



DKS MOINES, IOWA 



